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No vulgar themes tbjr pious Mum engage, 

No booms of lust pollute thy sacred page 
Too in majestic numbers mount the skua. 

And meet descending angola aa you rise. 

Whose just applauses charm the crowded groves, 

And Addison thy tuneful song approves _ 

Soft harmony and manly vigour join 1 

To form the beauties of earn sprightly line, f 
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ISAAC WATTS. 

■r 

SAMUEL JOHNSON. L.L.D. 


The Poems of Dr. Watts were, by my recom- 
mendation, inserted in the late Collection ; the 
readers of which are to impute to me whatever 
pleasure or w e a rines s they may find m the pmad 
of Blaektnore, Watts/ Pomfrer, and Yalden. 

Isaac Watts was bom July 17, 1674, at South- 
ampton, where ids father, of the same name, kept 
a boarding«achool for young gentlemen, though 
common report makes him a shoemaker. He 
peart, from the narrative of Dr. Gfifoa, to foam 
foa anther indigent nor illiterate* 

fume, the eldest of nrat children^ mat gram fo 
foifoa foa mfoocyj and hmm w* mM * k 
I*fc When he was foor yeir aid, iig 
pose, at h um s . He was afterwards rangbt UtSt 
vmxp ws oy wr* runvrac^ i CKny* 

ms, a sswri sf the Frtt school at 5aHkmgf| 
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to whom the gratitude off his scholar afterwards 
inscribed a Latin ode. 

His proficiency at school was so conspicuous, 
that a subscription was proposed for his support at 
the University ; but he declared his resolution of 
taking his lot with the Dissenters. Such he was 
as every Christian Churcl^would rejoice to have 
adopted. 

He therefore repaired* in 1690, to an academy 
taught by Mr. Rowe, where be had for his com- 
panions and fellow-students, Mr. Hughes, the 
poet, and Dr. Horte, afterwards Archbishop of 
Tuam. Some Latin Essays, supposed to ha m 
been written as exercises at this academy^ s h fl fa 
degree of knowledge, both phil os o p hica l aodthaf- 
logical, such as very few attain 1$ t misfryxyr 
course of study. 

He was* as he hints in his k^pellania* a maker 
of verses from fifteen to fifty, gpd in l|if youth he 
•Mart to have paid attention to Latin poetry’, 
fin verses to his brother, in the glytmic measure, 
written when he was seventeen* pt remarkably 
easy and elegmu Some of his otaec odea are 
deformed by the Pindaric folly, then prevailing 
pad arc written with such neglect of all metrical 
ralm* as is without example among the moons* 
has his l a m , th o ugh p erha ps net always nsaatly 
Mu, has such r o pt o nsn as and tpkadoc* ns shewn 
US he was but at a very little distance hum ex 



His method of study was to impress the cob- 
tents of his books upon his memory, by Abridging 
them, — and, by interleaving them, to amplify one 
system with supplements from another. 

With the congreg a t i on of his tutor, Mr. Rowe, 
who were, 1 believe, Independents, he communi- 
cated in fits nineteenth year. 

At the age of twenty he left the academy, and 
spent two years in study and devotion at the house 
of his father, who treated him with great tender- 
ness ; and had the happiness, indulged to few pa- 
rents, of living to see his son eminent for litera- 
ture, and venerable for piety. 

He was then entertained by Sir John Hartopp 
five yean, as domestic tutor to his son ; and in 
that time particularly devoted himself to the study 
of the Holy Scriptures ; and being chosen assist- 
ant to Dr. Cbauncey, p re a che d , she first time, on 
the birth-day that co m p l e te d his twenty-fourth 


year; probably considering that as ehfc day-of a 
second nativity, by which he entered on a new 
period of existence. 

In about three years he succeeded Dr. Cbittncey; 
but, aoon after Iris entrance on hit charge, he was 
s e in ed by a dang er o us illnes, which sank Ilia m 
such weaknem, that the 
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n ess which it brought upon him, he never perfectly 
recovered. 

This calamitous state made the compassion of 
his friends necessary, and drew upon him the at- 
tention of Sir Thomas Abney, who received him 
into his house ; where, with a constancy of friend- 
ship and uniformity of coifaict, not often to be 
found, he was treated for thirty-six years with all 
the kindness that friendship could prompt, and all 
the attention that respect could dictate. Sir 
Thomas died about eight years afterwards ; but he 
continued with the lady and her daughters to the 
end of hts hie. The lady died about a year after 
him. 

A coalition like this, — a sure in which the no- 
tions of patronage and dependence were over- 
powered, by the perception of reciprocal benefits, 
deserves * particular memorial j* and 1 will not 
withhold from the reader Dr. Gibbons's repre- 
sentation, 10 which regard u to be paid as to the 
■•native of one who writes what he knows, and 
what is known likewise to multitudes besides. 

* Our neat observation shall be made upon that 

* remarkably kind Providence wkteh brought the 

* Doctor into Sir Thomas Abney's family, and 

* continued him there till his death, a penod of 

* no leis than thirty*!* years. In the midst of 

* ho uCrcd labors for the glory of God, and good 

* of his generation, be is seined with a mo* vio- 

* foot and thieueung fever, which fame him 
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* oppressed with great weakness, and puts a stop 

* at least to his public services for (bur yean. In 

* this distressing season, doubly so to his active 

* and pious spirit, he is invited to Sir Thomas 
4 Abney’s family, nor ever removes from it till 
4 he had finished his days. Here he enjoyed the 

* uninterrupted demonstrations of the truest friend- 

* ship. Here, without any care of his own, he 
4 had every thing which could contribute to the 

* enjoyment of life, and favor the unwearied pur- 
4 suits of his studies. Here he dwelt in a family, 
4 which for piety, order, harmony, and every virtue, 
4 was an house of God. Here he had the privi- 
4 lege of a country recess, the fragrant bower, the 
4 spreading lawn, the flowery garden, and other 
4 advantages, to sooth his mind and aid his resto- 

* ration to ^eahh ; to yield him, whenever he 
4 chose them, most grateful intervals from bis la- 
4 borious studies, and enable him to return to them 
4 with redoubled vigor and delight. Had it not 

* been for this moat happy event, he might, as to 

* outward view, have feebly, it may be painfully, 
4 dragged on through many more years of Ian* 

* guor, and inability for public service, and even 

* for profitable study ; or perhaps might have sunk 
4 into hit grave under the overwhelming loud of 
4 infirmities in the midst of his dayv ; and thus 
4 the thatch and world would have been d ep r i ve d 
4 of those many excellent sermons and works, 

wmea at atf ap an puansaGu tuning nst Mag 

A 3 
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« residence in this family. In a few years after 
1 his coning hither, Sir T homas Abney dies ; 

* but his amiable consort survives, who shews the 
« Doctor the same respect and friendship as before* 

* — *nd mos happily for him and g~ca* numbers 
« besides f for, as her riches were great, her ge- 

* nerosity and mumficrnce^here in full proportion , 

* ber thread of life was drawn out to a gnat age, 

* even beyond that of the Doctor's , and thus this 
4 excellent man, through her kindness, and that of 
4 her daughter, the present Mrs. Elizabeth Abney, 

* who in a like degree esteemed and honored him, 

4 enjoyed all the benefits and ft’iciucs he txpen- 
4 enced at his first entrance into this family, till 
4 bis days were numbered and finished , and, like 
4 a shock of corn in its season, he ascended into 
4 the regions of perfect and immortal life and 

4 JO).* 

If tins quotation has appeared long, let it be 
conudcien that it comprises an account of ux-and- 
tbirty yean, and those the .years of Dr. Watts. 

From the time o( bis reception into ihu family, 
his life was no otherwise diversified than by suc- 
cessive publications. *J he senes of his worksl am 
pot able to deduce ; their number, and their va- 
riety, shew the intensrnes of bis industry, and the 
extent of hfccapsrity. 

Ik was one* of the first authors that taoght the 
Jhuentcis so court utraom by the grace* of ha* 
gtsage. Whatever they had among them Wow* 
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whether of learning or acuteness, was cogafewalp 
obscured and blunted, by coarseness and iqptegance 
of st\le. He shewed them, that zeal and purity 
might be expressed, and enforced, by polished dic- 
tion. 

He continued to the end of his life the teacher 
of a congregation, and no reader of his works 
can doubt his fidelity or diligcnce« % In the pulpit, 
though his low stature, which very little exceeded 
fisc ket, graced him with no advantages of ap- 
pearance, set the gravity and propriety of his utter- 
ance made his discourses very efficacious. 1 once 
mentioned the teputation which Mr. Foster had 
gained, by his proper delivery, to my friend Dr. 
HawLrfeWonh, who told me, that, in the art of 
pronunciation, he was far inferior to Dr. Watts. 

Such was hit flow of thoughts, and such his 
promptitude of languor, that in the latter part 
of hu lift he did not p recompose his cursory ser- 
mons, but basing adjusted ihc beads, and sketched 
put some particulars, trusted for success to bis ex- 
temporary powers. 

lie dul not endeavour to assist bis eloquence by 
any gesticulations ; for, as no corporeal actions 
have any correspondence with theological truth, he 
did not see how they could enforce tu 

At the conclusion of weighty sentences he gave 
Mn>e, by a short pause, for the proper impression. 

To listed, and pofclic instruction, he added £mri- 
Kw nuts nod pcfwppl ^pUcauou, and was careful 
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the opportunities, which conversation 
Effusing and' increasing the influence of 

mtural temper he was quick of resent- 
ment; hut, by his established and habitual practice, 
ha «m gentle, modest, and inoffensive* Hit ten- 


derness a ppe ar ed in his n t aai ei fli o children, and 
SO the poor. To the poor, while he tived in the 
tally of hit friend, he allowed the third part of 
hit annual revenue, though the whole was not n 
hundred a year ; and for children he cond es cended 
an lay aside the sebolar, the philosopher, and -the 
wk, to write little poems of devotion, and systems 
of instruction, adapted to their wants and capa- 


cities, tan the dawn of reason through it* grads* 
tions of advance in the morning of life. Every 
mao acquainted with the common principles of 
Inman action, will look with veneration on the 


writer, who is at one date combeiing Locke, end 
at another making a catechism for children in their 
fourth year. A voluntary desccot from the dig* 
nity of science is, perhaps, the hardest lemon that 
humility can teach. 

A* bis mind was eapartom, his cursorily excur- 
(fee, and bti industry conriaaaL Ins writings are 
•nary asmmreus, and km subjects various. Widi 
|m taolagjta works I mu only enough acmsiari 
to admire Ida m e ekness of apparition, ami lit 
trim of co rnua * . It mm mot only in kfcWok! 
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but in bis mind, that orthodoxy was united with 
charity. 

Of his philosophical pieces, his Logic has been 
received into the universities, and therefore wants 
no private recommendation : if he owes part of it 
to Le Clere, it must be considered that no man, 
who undertakes merely ta^nethodise or illustrate a 
system, pretends to be its author. 

In his metaphysical disquisitions, it was observed 
by the late learned Mr. Dyer, that he confounded 
the idea of space, with that of empty space, and did 
not consider that though space might be without 
matter, yet matter being extended could not bn 
without space. 

Few hooka have been perused by me with greater 
pleasure than his improvement oft the hUnd% o( 
which the radical principles may indeed be found 
in Locke 1 * Conduct qf the Understaadingt hut they 
are so expanded and ramified by Watts, as to can* 
for upon him the merit of a work in the highest 
degree useful and plctshqg. Whoever has the cam 
of instructing others, may be charged with del* 
cience in his duty if this book is not recoin* 
mended. 

I have mentioned bis treatises of Theology, as 
Jkiact from Mb other iirmlticuiMiL hot the truck 
>s, that whatever he souk in baud emfo by h* b- 
ccmant aolkitude for mull, converted* TMqgJb 
AiibfiAwwdii, to wm4&\ ^0*4 
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said, Tkmfagia Piilosppkia andUatur , philosophy 
is subservient to evangelical instruction ; it is diffi- 
cult to read a page without learning, or at Iea»t 
wishing to be better. The attention is caught by 
inffiireet instruction, and he that sat down only to 
mason, is on a sudden competed tdr pray. 

It was, therefore, with gren propriety that, in 
1728, he received from Edinburgh and Aberdeen 
an unsolicited diploma, by which he became a 
Doctor of Divinity. Academical honors would 
have move value, if they were always bestowed 
with egnal judgment. 

He efctinued many years to study, and to preach, 
and to do good by Ids instruction and example ; 
dft at last the infirmities of age disabled him bom 
t|m more laborious part Of bis ministerial functions, 
and being no longer capable of public duty, he 
Olbred tb remit the salary appendant to it j but 
his congregation would not accept die resignation. 

By degrees hit weakness i n c re as ed, and at last 
COn fin ed him to bis chamber and bis {bed ; where 
Ac was worn gradually away without pain, dll be 
expired Nov. 25, 1748, in the seventy-fifth of 
his age. 

Hm men have left beh ind mch polity of da* 
meter, or nseb bbosmi merits of laborious piety* He 
bn p re s i d ed in struction Car all uges, ft orethosc 

tfafcT (fllSbmdh* mTu^* h*1L 1* 
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be has taught the Art of Reasoning, and 
ence of the Sun. 

Hit chancier, therefore, mutt be fanned from 
the multiplicity and diversity of his attainment^ 
rather than from any single performance ; for it 
would not be sale to claim for him the highest mnk 
in any single denomination of literary dignity I yet 
perhaps there was nothing in which he would not 
have excelled, if he had not divided his powers to 
different pursuits. 

As a poet, had he been only a poet, he would 
probably have stood high among the authors with 
whom he is now associated. For bis judgment 
was exact, and he noted beauties and faults with 
very nice discernment; his imagination, as the 
Dacian Battle proves, was vigorous and active, and 
the stores of knowledge were large Jy which bis 
far, was to be supplied. His ear was well-tuned, 
and his diction was elegant and copious. But hit 
devotional poetry as, like that of otLers, unsatis- 
factory. The paucity of its topics enforces per- 
petual repetition, and the sanctity of the matter re- 
jects the ornaments of figurative diction. It it 
refacicnt for Watts to have done better than others 
what no man has done well. 

His poems, on other subjects, seldom rise higher 
than might he expected faoan the amusements of a 
mm of tetters, and lave d iffere nt degrees of value 
as they are more or less labored,'*? aft dm ooftft* 
atom was most or km favorable to invention. 
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writes too often without regulir measures, 
and 'too often in blank verse : the rhymes are not 
thrayi sufficiently correspondent. He is particu- 
larly unhappy in coining names expressive of cba- 
racters. His lines are commonly smooth and easy, 
and his thoughts always r^jgiously pure ; but who 
is there that, terso much piety and innocence, does 
not wish for a greater measure of sprite linets and 
vigor ? He is at least one of the few poets with 
whom youth and ignorance may be safely pleased ; 
and happy will be that reader whose mind is dis- 
posed by his verses, or his prose, to imitate him in 
all, but his non-conformity, to copy his benevo- 
lence to man, and hk reverence to God. 



appcrnwmfft 


Tjj£ Reader it apprized that the publisher has, 
wuh l)r. Johnson, omitted the Psalms and Hymns 
composed by Dr. Waus for divine Worship : 
their introduction being considered, as forcing them 
upon those not disposed to adopt them in their de- 
votion ; while it would throw upon readers, who 
had them in a separate form, a second copy too 
much interwoven with other subjects to be of use s 
hot Dr. Johnson's plan has not been followed, in 
deluding Dr. Watts'* Miscellaneous Poetical 
Works; these a* retimed, in order to render the 
frtmt edition complete. * 
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It has been a long complaint, of the virtuous and 
refined world, that poesy, whose original is divine, 
should be enslaved to vice aid profane ness, — that 
an ait inspired from heaven, should have so far 
Ion the memory of its birth-place, as to be en- 
gaged in the interests of hell. How unhappily is 
tt perverted from its most glorious design 1 how 
basely has it been driven away from its proper sta- 
tion in the temple of GOD, and abused to much 
dishonor I the iniquity of men has constrained it 
to serve their vilest purposes, while the sons of 
piety, mourn the sacrilege and the shame. 

The eldest song, which history has brought 
down toWrean, was a noble act of worship paid 
to the GOD of Israel, when his 1 right hand be- 

* came glorious in power, when thy right hand, 

* O LORD, dashed in pieces the enemy : (be ebari- 

* ota of Pharaoh and has hosts were cast into the 

* Red Seat thou didst blow wuh thy wind, 

* the deep covered them, and they sunk as lead in 

* the migMy waters,* £*srf. xv. This art was 
nsnriinrd sacred through the following ages of 
the church, and employed by kings and proph et s, 
by David, Solomon, and Isaiah, in de- 
scribing the nature and the glories of GOD, and 
in convey in g grace or voqgcancc to the bora of 
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men. By this method, they brought ao modi tf 
heaven down to this lower world, as the darkness 
of that dispensation would admit ; and now a ad 
then, a divine and poetic rapture, lifted their souls 
far ahbve the level of that economy of shadows, 
bore them away far into a brighter region, and 
gave them a glimpse of evangelic day. The life 
of angels was harmoniously breathed into the 
children of Adam, and their minds raised near u» 
heaven, in melody and devotion at once. 

In the younger days of Heathenism, the Mnset 
were devoted to the same service ; the language io 
which old Hesiod addresses them is this : 

Pierian Masts, fam'd for heav'nly lays, 

Descend, and sitsg the Cod year father's praise. 


And he pursues the subject in ten pious fin es» 
which 1 could bear to transcribe, if the aspect aid 
sound of so much Greek, were not testifying si * 
nice reader. 

But some of the later poets of the Pagm worlds 
have debased bis divine gift ; and many iff tho 
writers, of the first sank, in this qur age of on* 
taoaai Chiistuos, have, to their eternal shame, mm* 
passed the vilest of the Gentiles. They have a* 
only disrobed religion of all the ewnsmeat s of 
*oie, hut have employed tbdr pern, m uaptoga 
mmkkf, to deform their native Ipp «od 
her htaoo] they lave exposed mt mm mmk 
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character to drollery, and dressed her up, in amott 
Fite and rUieuloiia disguise, for the scorn of the 
ruder herd of mankind. The Vices, hare been 
painted like so many goddesses, the charms of Frit, 
have been added to debauchery, and the temptation 
heightened, where Nature nefds the strongest re- 
etsasntt. With swectncsdbf sound, and delicacies 
of expression, they have given a relish to bias* 
phonics of the harshest kind ; and when they rant 
at their MAKER, in sonorous numbers, »J*7 
fancy themselves to have acted the hero well. 

Thus, almost in vain, have the throne and die 
pulpit cried * Reformation,* while the stage, and 
licentious poems, have waged open war with the 
pious design of church and state. The press has 
spread the poison for, and scattered wide the mortal 
infection ; unthinking youth have been enticed to 
*•* beyond the vicious propensities of Natures 
yfey d tarty into diseases and death, and rash 
doth to dftaantian in multitudes ! — Was it Car 
di*i da hxijMm endued with all those slime* 
***■ dfel lead the mind away in a pleating cap* 
■fejf^Wnnhrtfcii she was furnished with m 
•any intellectual charms, that the might se d uc e 
ihehcart from GOD, the original beauty, and the 
Ml lively of beings ?— Can t ever be persuaded, 
dm those tweet add rcsmWss forces of metaphor, 
«fc» sound, and number, were given with this dm 
«bat they *»W be all fanfad under the to* 
*r of the gteat maUrfous spSu, to At 
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lights of Heaven, and to bring swift and cveibaf* 
ing destruction upon men ? — How will these alw 
of the nether world, the lewd and profane versi- 
fiers, stand aghast before the great Judge, when 
the blood of many souls, whom they never saw, 
shall be laid to the charge of their writings, and 
he dreadfully required at their hands ? The Re* 
verend Mr. Collier, has set this awful scene before 
them, in just and flaming colors. If the applica- 
tion were not too rude and uncivil, that noMo 
stanza of my Lord Roscommon on Pud. cxlvtii. 
might be addressed' to them : 

Ye dragons! whose contagious breath 
Peoples the dark retreats of Death, 

Change your dire hissings, into licav’nly songs. 
And praise your Maker, with your forked tongues. 

This profanation, and debasement of so divine an 
an, has tempted some weaker Christians, to ima- 
gine that poetry and vice are nearly akin, or at 
least, that verse, is fit only to reco m mend trifles, 
and entertain our looser hoars, — bat it is too light 
and trivial a method, to treat my thing that is mi* 
oas and sacred. They submit indeed to nse it sh 
{ferine nsalmody, hot they love the driest transla- 
tion of the psalm hem. They will venture m 
ting, a dull hymn or two, at church m tangs of 

jAa,, 

p BBS mmMp HB y jKlBSW 

w< MtlUn, dat *t Mte<f pmjrfefe 
ni mi d-yif Alt ilat win, • I fX, 
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above Mr. Sternhold is too airy for worship, and 
hfp&ly escapes the sentence of unclean and afom- 
It is strange, that persons that have the 
Bible in 'their hands, should be led away by 
thoughtless prejudices to so wild and rash an opi- 
oion: let me intreat them, not to indulge this 
sour, this censorious humor to£far^ lest the sacred 
writers fall under the lash of their unlimited and 
unguarded reproaches: let me iutreat them to 
look into their Bibles, and remember the style, 
and way of writing, that is used by the ancient 
prophets. Have they forgot, or were they netfer 
Sold that many parts of the Old Testament are 
Hebrew verse ? and the figures are stronger, and 
the metaphors bolder, and the images more sur- 
prising and strange, than ever I read in any profane 
writer. When Deborah tings her praises to the 
GOD of Israel, while HE inarched from the field 
of Edom, the Bets the 1 earth a trembling, the 

• heavens drop, and the mountains, dissolve, from 

• Move the Lord. They fought from heaven, 

• the man in their courses fought against Siasera: 

• when the river Xishon swept them away, that 

• ancient river, the river Kisbon. O tdy soul, 
4 thou hast trodden down strength,* J«4f. v. 4* 
0€* When Etiphna h the book of Job speaks 
his seme of she hoi men of GOD, be intsodnem a 
hmchum hi • vinous * Fear came noon nuu 
f jt m hl i ng on aB ay bourn, the hair of my led 

hrmAmmAtOkhm 
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•its form was undiscemable ; an image before 

* mine eyes, tad silence ; then I beard t vetab 

• saying, shall mortal man be more just than Go 0 1* 
Qc. Job . iv. When he describes the safety of 
the righteous he ‘ bides him from the scourge of 
4 the tongue, he makes him. laugh at destruction 

* and famine, he brings the stones of the field into 

* league with him, and makes the brute animals 
4 enter into a covenant of peace, 1 Job . v. 21* 

When Job speaks of the grave, how melancholy is 
the gloom that he spreads over it I 4 It is a region 

4 to uhich I must shortly go, and whence I shall# 
4 not return ; it is a land of darkness, it is a dark-* 
4 new itself, the land of the shadow of death ; all 
4 confusion and disorder, and where the light is as 
4 darkness. This is my house, there have I made 
4 mv bed : I have said to corruption, thou art my 
4 father, and to the worm, thou art my mother 
4 and my titter: as for my hope who shall see it? 

4 1 and my hope go down together to the bars of 
4 the pit,* Job. a, 91. and xvii. 19. When bo 
humbles himself in complainings before the al- 
mightiness of GOO, what contemptible and fee- 
ble images doth he use ? 4 Wilt thou break a 
4 leaf driven to and fro? Wilt rnov pur s ue 

• the dry unhide ? I consume away hke a rotten 

• thug, a garment eaten by the moth.' Job. 

Or. 4 Tooti liftcet me up to the wind, Tgt» 
4 cn&ae* jn* to ride upon it, and di t ndf in my 
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more despicable ideas, to represent the scoundrel 
bead and revise of mankind, than those which Job 
itself Chap. xxx. and thereby he aggravates his 
earn sorrows, and reproaches to amazement : • They 
4 that are younger than 1 have me in derision, 

4 whose fathers, 1 would have disdained, to have 

• set with the dogs of my flftk ; for want and fa- 
*> mine they were solitary ; fleeing into the wilder- 
4 ness desolate and waste ; they cut up mallows by 
4 the bushes, and junipeT-roots for their meat : 

4 they were driven forth from among men, (they 
4 cried after them as after a thief,) to dwell in the 
4 cliffs of the vmllics, in caves of the earth, and 
4 in rocks j among the bushes they brayed, under 

• the nettles they were gathered together ; they 
4 wave children of fools, yea, children of base 

• men ; they were viler than the earth j and now 
4 m 1 their song, yea, 1 am their by-word,* &c* 
Now mournful, and dejected, is the language of 
his own sorrows! • Tenors are turned upon him, 
*#oy pursue his soul as the wind, and his welfare 
4 passes away as a cloud ; his hones are pier c ed 

• within him, and his soul is poured out j he gees 
4 m o urni ng without the sun, a brother to diageoa, 

• and a companion to owls; while i harp md 
4 org an , am tuned into the voice of them that 
4 map* I moat trees e riba one half of has holy 
look, if I would show the greater, the variety* 
pad the justness, of his teas, or the gamp asm 



PREJACE. 


is 


part of tliC writings of David and Isaiah, if I would 
represent the poetical excellencies of their thoifghtr 
and style ; nor is the language of the leaer pio* 
phrts, especially in some paragraphs, much inferior 
to these. 

Now while they paint human nature in its vari- 
ous forms and circumstances, if their designing be 
so just and noble, their disposition so artful, and 
their colouring so bright, beyond thp most famed 
human writers,— -how much more must their de- 
scriptions of God and heaven exceed all that is 
possible to be said by a meaner tongue ! When 
they speak of the dwelling-place of Goo, 4 he 

* inhabits eternity, and sits upon the thrgne of his 
4 holiness, in the midst of light inaccessible.*— 
When h i s holiness is mentioned, 4 the heavens 
4 are not clean in h vs sight, he charges Hit an* 
4 gels with folly ; he looks to the moon tod it 
4 shtnetb not, and the stars are not pure before fits 
4 eyes; he is a jealous Goo and ^ consuming 
4 fire.* If we speak of strength, * behold he in 
•strong; he removes the mountains, and they 
4 know it not, he oven tufa* them in Ins anger; 

4 h a shakes the earth from her place and her psl- 
4 lam tremble; he makes a path thnqfafjh the 

* mighty waters ; he discovers the foondamn ef 

* the world ; the pillars of heaven ere ssin ei ph o d 
4 « his reproof/ And after all, them me hot n 
portion of mis ways* 4 The th ne dnr of J»r 
•power win can mkntmi? Hi» nmif% 
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Vlft knowledge and his wisdom, arc revealed 
to u* in language vaatly superior to all the poe- 
tk4 accounts of Heathen divinity. 4 Let the pot* 
4 M »tnvc with the pouhetds of the earth ; but 
4 shall the clay say to him that fashioneth it what 
4 u sa kgst thou ? H* bids $e heavens drop 

* down from above, and letgibe skies pour down 
4 nghteousneis. He oommands the sun and it 

* riseth not, and he scaleth up the stars. It is 
4 me that saith to the deep be dry, and he drieth 
4 up the rivers. Woe to them that seek deep to 
4 hide their counsel from the Loans his eyes 
4 are upon all their wayst he understands their 
4 thoughts alar off { hell is naked beiore him, 
4 and destruction hath no cowering ; he calls out 
4 all the star* by their names ; h e frustrated! the 

* tokens of the liars, and makeih the diviners mad; 
‘ai tufas wise men backward, and their bow- 

* ledge becomes foolish.' His transcendent emi- 
M en ee above all things is moss nobly represented 
when he 4 tits upon the circle of the earth, end 
4 the inh a bitan ts thereof are as grasshoppers) all 
4 anions before him art as the drop of a bucket, 
4 and aa the small dust of the balance i he takes 
4 up isles as a very little thing; LaUnoo, 
4 wadi all her berets, is not sufiaent for a sacrifice 
4 tn due Goo, nor are ad ber trees sufficient Jhr 

* the burn in g, Tbit Goo, before whom the 
1 wink creation is « nothing, yea, lees than no* 

and vanity* Tn which of att the Hnuhen 
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4 gods theft will yt compare me, taith the LORD, 

* and what shall I be likened to ?' And to which 
of ill the Heathen poets, shall we liken and com- 
pare this glorious orator, the sacred deicriber of 
the Godhead ? The orators of all nates are 
as nothing before him, and their w or ds art vanity 
and emptiness. Let ns turn our eyes now to some 
of the holy writings, where Go d it creating the 
world : how meanly, do the best of the Gentiles 
talk and tnfle upon this subject, when brought into 
comparison with Moses, whom Longinus himself, 
a<kntile critic, rues, as a master of the sublime 
style, when he chose to use it I ' And the Lord 

* said, let rhrre be light, and there was light ; let 

* there be clouds and seas, sun and stars, plants, 
4 and animals, and faehold they are/ He com- 
manded, and they appear and obey. 4 By 4te 
4 word of the Lord were the h ea ven s ftiade, and 
4 all the host of them by the b *afh of His 
4 month. 4 This is working like a God, wfcfrio- 
finiie ease mid omnipotence. Hta wooden of 
providence for the tenor and mill of Hit atkroraa- 
ne», and far the succour of his saints, wort be- 
faae ear eyes in the Scripture with ttagoHi- 
«roet, and as b eco m es Dtv i a itt. 4 When he 
4 onset out of mis place tk earth u wo b fai , the 

* fattetes of the bills m tea, Imho me 
* as wroth > there gore o areofce up oof of ms 

end fao ore of mi uoaiktefM#, 
4 cools ore ksaSri by h. 11* hows te %*(*<*» 
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4 and comes down, and darkness is under hts 

* feet. The mountains melt like wax, and flow 

* down at his presence.' If Virgil, Homer, or 
Pindar, were to prepare an equipage for a descend- 
ing god, they might use thunder and lightnings 
too, and clouds and fire, rdWbnn a chariot and 
bones for the battle or the triumph ; but there is 
none of them provides him a flight of cherubs in- 
stead of horses, or seats him in chariots of salva- 
tion. David beholds him riding 'upon the 
4 heaven of heavens by u is name Jam : — hk was 
1 mounted upon a cherub, and did fly; he few 
4 on wings of the wind and Habakuk 4 sends 
4 the pestilence before him.* Homer keeps a 
mighty stir with his NspsAvytpsU Znt and Hesiod 
with his Z«m vd’iCfapiTas. Jupiter that raises up 
the clouds, and that makes a noise or thunders on 
high* But a divine poet makes the 4 clouds bat 
4 thadutt of mis feet;* and when the highest 
#*S«ms voice in the heavens, 4 Hailstones and 
4 iisk of fire follow.' A divine poet d isc overs 
dm channels of the waters, and lays open th o fe np- 
dims of Nature j 4 At thy rebuke, O loss, 
•at the blast of the breath of tmy swtqils. 

* Whan the holy om alighted upon Mount 
4 fetk Hts glory co vered the heavens; an stood 

* ani mooed the earth ; ms beheld, and drove 

•warn sossiainrti <he perpetual hills did hoars ats 

* am everUamg.* Thai dm p rop h a sow 
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1 the tents of Cuthan in affliction, and the enrtahu 
4 of the land of Midian did tremble,*' Hob* iti. 
Nor did the blessed Spirit which animated these 
writers forbid them the use of visions, dreams, the 
opening of scenes dreadful and deligbtfol, and the 
introduction of machines upon great occasions j the 
divine license in this respect is admirable and sur- 
prising, and the images are often too bold and dan- 
gerous, for an uninspired writer to imitate. Mr. 
Dennis has made a noble essay, to discover how 
much superior is inspired poesy, to the brightest 
andfeest descriptions of a moral pen : perhaps, if 
his proposal of criticism, had been encouraged and 
pursued, the nation might have learnt more value 
for the word of God, and the wits of the age* 
might have been secured from the danger of deism, 
while they must have been forced to confess, at 
least, the divinity of all the poetical books of 
Scripture, when they see a genius running th songb 
them more thta human. 

Who is than now, will daw to amert, that the 
doctrines of our holy faith, trill not infrlgr or en- 
dow t delightful dress ? Shall the French poet* 
alright us by saying 

* tk ta/y fm Chretien Im mjftttrm WriUau 

* & Orwaeu (ftps m Sfwtpvfof wr ydtft £ 
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EUfiunct, tells ui *• thtt the majesty of our reli- 

* gion,. the holiness of its lews, the purity Of its 
s morals, the height of its mysteries, and die im- 

* penance of every subject thtt belongs to it, re- 

* sprites « grandeur, a nobleness, a majesty, and 

* elevation of style, suited tfebe theme ; sparkling 

* images and magnificent expressions mutt' be used, 

* and are best borrowed from Scripture. Let the 
■ preacher that aims at eloquence read the Pro- 

* pheta incessantly, for their writings are an abun- 
4 dam source of all the riches and ornaments of 

* speech.* And in my opinion this is far fetter 
counsel than Horace gives us when be ssys 

* Ya$ ucmplmrim Grrca 

• Abet era* senate monu, ornate diurnal' 

As in she conduct of my studies, with regard to 
divinity, I have reason to repent of nothing more 
than dim 1 have not perused the Bible with mole 
fr equ enc y,— -so if 1 were to act up for a poet. 
With l design to ex ceed all the —item writers, I 
mou ld follow the advice of Hips, aod read the 
Prophets night sod day. 1 am sure the porispumrei 
of the following hook, would have foes filled 
with much greater sense, and appeared with much 

MR ^JJMMM m OKMMCTMg MR A MIMI # Mip® 

portion from the Holy Scripture*. 

Baida*, we may fariifottu t u o wf gl fiQ w» 
Boileuu** objection, from other poets of Ida ova 
oouunp w Whw a oohk We, fete Racine and 
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Gomeille made of Christian tutyects, in me a# 
their best tragedies ! Whet a variety of diviiia 
scenes are displayed, and pious passions awakened 
in those poem* I The martyrdom of Myeucte, 
how doth it irign over our love Snd pity, and at 
the tame time animate our seal and devotion I' 
May I here be permitted the liberty, to return my 
thanlw to that fair and ingenious hand,* that di- 
rected me to such entertainments in a foreign lan- 
guage, which I bad hog wished lor anil sought in 
vain in our own : yet 1 must confess that tha Da- 
vidcu and the two Arthurs have so fer answered 
Boimau’s objection in English, as that the obsta- 
cles of attempting Christian poesy, are broken 
down, and the vain pretence of its being impnari- 
cable, is e x pe rim entally confated.t 

It is true indeed, the Chsistsan mysteries haft* 
not such need of gay trappings, as beautified, nr 
rasher composed, the Heathen superstition) but 
this still makes fer the greaser erne, mid star suc- 
cess of the poet The wooden of our religion, 
in n plain nanatton and a simple dm, have a am 
rive, gfenrirtft, * deputy ana n heanty in fe% 
th o ug h t hey do js6c nearly diadrinntt methods 
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ornament. The Book of the Revelations, seem 
to be a prophecy, in the form of an opera or a 
dramatic poem, where divine art illustrates the sub- 
ject with many charming glories : but still it must 
lm acknowledged, that the naked themes of Christi- 
anity, have something brighter and bolder in them, 
something more surprising aril celestial, than all 
the adventures of gods and heroes, all the dazzling 
images of false lustre that form and garnish a 
Heathen song. Here, the 'very argument would 
give wonderful aids to the Muse, and the heavenly 
theme would so relieve a dull hour and a languish- 
ing genius, that when the Muse nods, the sense 
would bum and sparkle upon the reader, and keep 
him feelingly swakc. 

With how much less toil and expense, might a 
Dryden, an Otway, a Congreve, or a Dennis, fur- 
nish out i Christian poem, than a modem play ? 
There is nothing, amongn all the ancient fables or 
later romance*, that have two such extremes united 
fa them, as the Eternal Goo becoming an In- 
fant of da^/s; the posssssor of the palace of 
heaven, hud to sleep in a manger; the fab fa- 
tes, who knew no sto, hearing the ais» off men 
in mis body on the tree; agonies of sorrow load- 
fag dm soul of mus who was Goo over a|L 
hfamai far ever; mi the Soverricm of Bfa 
sttufeehfag mu ami m a cross, bieadfag mi «*• 

* -J A. Z 

^nog* a an aiwmu in "sssa an* t§§ caw 
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eh3di«b figments of a dog with three fcfcmU, the 
buckets of rhe Betides, the Furies with 
bain, or all the flowery stories of Elysium. Ami 
if we survey the one as themes divinely true t and 
the other at a medley of fooleries which we can 
never believe, the advantage, for touching tho 
springs of passion, will fall infinitely on the fid? 
of the Christian poet : our wonder and our lovfy 
our puy, delight, and sorrow, with the long train 
of hopes and fears, must needs be under the com* 
mand of an harmonious pen, whose every line 
make a pait of the reader's faith, and is the very 
life or death of his soul. 

If the trifling and incredible tales, that furnish 
out s tragedy, are so armed by Wit and Fancy, jn 
to become sovereign of the rational powers, to tri- 
umph over all the affections, and manage our smiles 
end our tears at pleasure, — bow wondrous con- 
guests might he obtained over s wild world, and 
reduce it at least to sobriety, if the same happy tn» 
km were employed, in dressing the scenes of is* 
tigtrm in their proper figures of majesty, sweetness, 
«d tenor! the wonders of creating power, tf 
redeeming l o ve, and r en e w in g grace, ought net in 
he thus impiously neglected by those, whom Hen* 
ven has endued with a gift, so proper toadmrnand 

nm^M almost convey piety in restating mouse, nod 
seek the hardest aonk to the love of rimt* The 
tftinof thin Mfe, with their an fi n m fee tssfifttn 
c 3 
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_~~^yight in a dramatic descrip* 
|ji any need or any reason, why 

we ly^ V^wiys borrow the plan or history from 
the ajkcldtyt Jews or primitive martyrs, though se- 
veral of these would furnish out noble materials 
for this tort of poesy ; hot modern scenes would 
ha better understood by moftlreaders, and the ap- 
plication would be much more easy. The anguish 
of inward guilt, the secret stings and racks and 
scourges of conscience, the sweet retiring hours 
and sasaphical joys of devotion, the victory of a 
icsolvcd soul over a thousand temptations, the ini- 
mitable love and passion of a dying Goo, the 
awful glories of the tass tribunal, the grand deci- 
sive sentence, from which there is no appeal, and 
the consequent transports or horrors of the two 
eternal worlds, these things may be variously dis- 
posed, sod form many poems. How might such 
imformaiM-iis, under a divine bkmng, call bach 
ike dytgg piety of the nation to life and beauty ? 
This, would make religion appear like itself and 
Confound the blasphemies of a profligate world, 
IfO W i ni of pious pleasures. 

But we have reason so fear, that the tunefol mas 
of our day, have not rawed their ambition an so 
drrine a pitch ; I should rejoice to see nsn of 
this ca fe stsa l fire kindling within them, for thn 
flashes that break ant in rome p r es e nt, and past 
writings, betray an infernal s o u rce Thbafcsio* 
^comparable Mr. Cowley, in the kmrcairiha 
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preface, and the ingenious Sic Richard Bhdwut 
in the beginning of his, have so pathetically 
scribed and lamented, that 1 rather refer the readar 
to mourn with them, than detain and tire him 
here. These gentlemen, in their large and la- 
boured works of poesy, have given the world hap- 
py examples of what they wish and encourage in 
prose, the one in a rich variety of thought and 
fancy, the other in all the shining colors of profesB 
and florid diction. 

If shorter sonnets were composed on sublime 
subjects, such as the Psalms of David, and the holy 
transports interspersed in the other sacred writings, 
or such as the moral Odes of Horace, and the an* 
caent Lyrics, 1 persuade myself, that the Christian 
preacher would find abundant aid from the poet 
in his design, to diffuse virtue and allure souk so 
Goo. If the heart were first inflamed from Jim* 
yen, and the Muse were not left alone toft*- 
the devotion and puiane a cold scent, batml f 
called in aa an assistant to the worahip, then the 
snug would end where the tnspintiosi ccues^tha 
whole composure would be of a piece, all gtdi 

flame would be p r o pag at ed and kept glowing la 
the heart #f him that reads. Some of dm shorter 
Odes of the two poets now meatsoaed, and a few 
of dm Reverend Mr. Hornes Emeyt 
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unoM^o that the free and unton* 
mffwQBm* pf radar, or the noble meanires of 
Mmor without chyme, would best maintain film 
dignity of the theme, as well as give a loose to 
film devout soul, nor check the raptures of her 
faith and love- Though* in ng feeble attempt* 
of thU hind, I have too o fcdl fe ttered my thought* 
jjk the narrow metre of our old psalpv un»jhitar»» 
Ylm not contracted and emmoedthe sense, or 
rendered it obscure and feeble, *by the too speedy 
and tegular returns of rhyme. 

If my friends expect, any mason of the fellow- 
ing compomres, and of the first or second publica- 
tion, I entreat them to accept of this account. 

The title assures them, that poesy is not the 
bu sines s of my life ; and if 1 seised those hours 
of kisufc, wherein my soul was in a more sprightly 
fane, to en e tna diem or myself with a divine 
er donl tong, 1 hope 1 shall find an easy pardon. 

|s lie Hist B o ok , am many odes, which were 
written to afliit the meditations and worship ofvnl- 
gm Christians, and with a design to be published 
Saw volume of Hymns, which hern now passed 
n monad imp ress io n ; but upon the review, 1 frond 



the weaker Oman, therefore I have at- 
k a place hare. 

Amnagfn the Sengii ifat am dedhgud*** JDfr 
vine Love* I think 1 any be bold in assert, th* f 
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never composed one line of them with any other 
design than what They are applied to here ; and t 
have endeavoured to secure them ill, from being 
perverted and debased to wanton passions, by se- 
veral lines in them that can never he applied to a 
meaner love. Are not the noblest instances of 
the grace of Christ, represented under the 6gure 
of a conjugal state, and described in one of th# 
sweetest-odes and the softest pastoral that ever was 
written ? I appeal to Solomon in his Song,* and 
his father David, in Psaim xlv. if David was the 
authors aod I ay well assured, that I have never 
indulged an eqoal license : it was dangerous to 
imitate the acred writers too nearly in so men an 
affair* 


The Poems sacred to Virtue, 0c were fo ote d , 
when the frame and humour of my mul, was jo* 
suited to the subject of my verse: the imajge of 
my heat is painted in them; aid if they meet with 
a reader, whose soul is akin to mine, perhaps they 
may agreeably entertain him. The dubwss of the 
fancy aril coa rs ene s s of cm e ss ion will disappear; 
the anmcneqof the hmmsur will create a pleasure, 
and insensibly irrtfrotnr and rnmrral the defects of 
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of a safer kind made to please them* While l 
hm attempted to gratify innocent fancy in thfe 
reject, I have not forgotten to allure die heart 
•0 virtSfiCy and to raise it to a disdafo of brutal plea* 
mftu* The frequent interposition of a devout 
tfpugbtt Awijtai the tofod to a serious sense 
<d Cod, religion, aod 1*1* «®c duty 

spy might he despised in a sermon, when proposed 
ap their reason, may here perhaps seiae the lower 
faculties with surprise, delight, and devotion, at 
once, and thus by fagm, draw the superior powers 
of the mind to piety* Amoogp dm sufautfiuim- 
hers of mankind, there is oft mfie djjtmncc in 
t)u» outward shape and features, than in their 
tamper and inward inclination. Some are more 
«patp susceptive of religion, in a grave discourse 
ipd sqfeic remoningi some are best lighted from 
am apd ruin hy tenor, tbtntcnmg, and aihmmrnt > 
thfeir fear » the pipperest pa ss io n to whfeh we cun 
adds** ouqelvm, and begin the divine work: 
othm, can feet up motive so^owmfehm thm 
which applies itself to their ngnuity and their 
fo fa h ed imaginawm. Km, I thought it Knrfol 
to taka hoM of any handfe of the mod, to Indie 
mm fag i ntt fan nemos plenums ant if I 
oouid bnt make upa conpmittQftof virtpaandda* 
hgfa, an*d to the tetn.of wtdHbmdjmdh «4 n 
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dege n erate nature, and custom, that w jet mtott 
degenerate. When I have felt a slight inclina- 
tion to same or burlesque, I thought it proper to 
suppress it. The grinning and the groIrHn g Mdlp 
are not hard to be obtained, but I ^Ould disdain 
their assistance, where a manly invitation to virtue 
and a friendly smile may he successfully employed. 
Could 1 pentode any man bjr a kinder method, I 
should never think it proper to scold or laugh at 
him. 

remaps, mere are some m&wm* reauen, cost 
stand ready to ebndemn every Hue that is written 
upon the theme of Love ; hut have we not die 
cares and the felicities of that sort of social life, 
represented to us in the Sacred Writing^ Soo*«fc- 
piesstoni are them used with a dakn to^ve • 
mortifying rafluence to our softest Actions, dthers 
again brighten the chaiicter of that state, and al* 
lute Virtuous souls to pursue the dupe advanrifge 
of it, the mutual assistance in thefeayto salvation. 
Are not the cjkvmh and cjuviuih Mm iodised 
on tlus vmv subject ? Shall it he barfed for dm 
press tod the pulpit, to treat of jMvitk a hecoot- 
tot sofemaity « pttte, mid mm dm rnmtim* 
0* mm* in m pouf be prooMfeatf St mm 
mhmSdt bit .mttfy mmeitby/i.9 tt*fm 

wV*f!wW fk$ d t mi M oAraHao^r 
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man and a growing* mischief, while a thousand vile 
poems If the amorous kind swarm abroad, and 
give a vicious taint to the unwary reader ? I would 
tell the world, that I have endeavored to recover 
this argument out of the hands 4>f impure writers, 
and to make it appear that ffctuc and love are not 
such strangers as they are represented. The bliss- 
ful intimacy of souls in that state, will afford suf- 
ficient furniture for the gravest entertainment in 
verse, so that it need not be everlastingly dressed 
up in ridicule, nor assumed only to furnish out 
the loud sonnets of the dines. May some happier 
genius promote die same service that I proposed, 
and hy superior seme and sweeter sound, render 
what 1 hfve written contemptible and useless I 
T|e imfmfjym of that noblest Latin poet of mo- 
dem ages* Gwtmiie Sarbiewski of Poland, would 
need no excuse, they hut arise to the beauty of 
the original. Thj*« often >taken the freedom to 
mum or twenty lines, or to leave out as many, 
that 1 might suit my Song more to my own de- 
sign, or begun* I saw it impossible to pseamt the 
lone, the faeg y a, and the fire of his expression in 
SO languages There are a few c o pie s , ybeich 
1 borrowed tome hints ftp* the mme author, witb- 
mi dm of his amp in the ^tk. bit- 

Stab, 1 cm allow <o aa, t ri or a (saua, mu mi 
ka^K b* lawk ia ife wito i aib Ur 

aaa r at a nion. brytaaLfhc Saw. of nfaa>% 
1km: the rirber i ™ gW of bit mm Mb 
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atonement in abundance. I wish tome English pen* 
would import more of his treasures* and Ideas our 
nation. 

The Inscriptions to particular friends* ate war- 
ranted and defended by the practice of almost all 
the Lyric writers t they frequently convey the ri- 
gid rules of morality to the mind, in the softer 
method of appladse. Sustained by their example* 
a man will not be easily overwhelmed, by the 
heaviest censures of the unthinking and unknow- 
ing, especially when there is a shadow of this prac- 
tice in the divine Psalmist, while he inscribes to 
Asaph or Jeduthun his snogs that were made for 
the harp, or (which is all one) Us Lyric Odes* 
though they are addressed to GOD himself' 

In the Poems of heroic memuar* 1 have at- 
tempted in rhyme the same variety of cadence; 
comma* and period, which blank verse glories in* 
as its peculiar elegance and oiapneot. It degrades 
flic excellency of the best v e r sificati o n, when the 
lines run on by couplets, twenty together, just in 
the same pace and with the same p auses i k spoilt 
the noblest pleasure of the sounds the malar is 
sued with the tedious uniformity, 'i* chewed so 
sleep waili the unmanly aoftuem of t be numbers, 
and the perpetual chime If even defences* 

In the esmys* without Rhyme* I ham not mt 
op Milton for, « netfcm pattern, t h o u g h hrabuU 
he Mr ever ho nam u ason r d efsmcti fro m the hand* 
IT. hk wmfa* cometfSiimbihfc md nnryuHrj 
wall*, wot.* i' » 



instances, of blight and beautiful diction, as veil at 
majesty fed sereneness of thought. There are se- 
veral episodes in his longer works, that stand in 
tupiento dignity without a rival ; yet all that vast 
reverence \uth which I read his Paradise Lost, can- 
not persuade me to be chamAd with every page of 
it. The length of his periods, and sometimes of 
his parentheses, runs me out of breath : some of 
his numbers seem too harsh and uneasy. I could 
never believe, that roughness and obscurity^ added 
any thing to the tiue grandeur of a poem; nor 
Htyll I ever affect archaisms, exoticism* and a 
quaint uncouthness of speech, in order to become 
perfectly Miltonian. la n my opinion, that 
blank verse may be written with all due elevation 
of thought in a modern style, without borrowing 
any thing font Chaucer’s Tales, or running bsck 
as far w the days of Colin the Shepherd, and the 
reign of the Fairy Queen. The oddness of an 
antique sound, gives but a false pleasure to the ear, 
and abuses the true relish even when it works de* 
ligtit. There were some such judges of poesy 
amoog the old Romans ; and Martial ingeniously 
laughs at one of them that was pleased, even to 
astonishment, with obsolete words and figures s 

• Aitmitolfu Ugu tirrMfngiftrmL' 

*Sa the ilMrewn posrerea, ad dwtnrtiom of shape 
that we meet wuh it Chinese pictures, chares a 
fehty finny by (bar vary uorkwardnon ; wife 
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tcmprrcd appetite will chew coals and sand, end 
pronounce it gustful. 

In iht Pindarics, I have generally conformed 
my lire* to the shorter size of the Anrjents*#sid 
avoided to imitate the excessive lengths, to which 
some modem writers have stretched their sentences, 
and especially the concluding verse. In these, 
the car is the truest judge \ nor was it made to be 
enslaved to any precise model of elder or later 
limes. 

After all, I must petition my reader, to lay 
aside the sour and sullen air of criticism, and to 
assume the friend. Let him chuse such copies* to 
read at particular honrs, when the temper of hia 
mind is suited to the song : let him come with a 
desire to be entertained and pleased, nuher than to 
seek his own disgust and, aversion, which will not 
be hard to find. I am not so*vain as to think 
there are no faults, nor so blind as to espy none, 
though I hope the multitude of alterations in this 
•ccand edition, arc not without amendment. Them 
is so Urge a difference between this and the forftsr, 
in the change of titles, lines* and whole p oe m s, as 
well as in the various transpositions, that homoid 
be useless and endless, and all mnfnssnsi, ftp tm 
reader to compare them throughout. The ado* 
lions also make up almost bslf the book, end 
some of these base need of as many altcmdons wfr 
the former. Many a line needs the file to polish 
ike roughness of *, and many a thought, warm 
l>? 
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tiaher language to adorn and make it thine. Wide 
defects Ipd equal superfluities may be found, espe- 
cially ia the larger pteces j but I have at present 
neither inclination nor leisure to correct, and I 
hope I never shall. It is one 6f the hugest satis- 
factions I take, in giving this#olumc to the world, 
that I expect to be for ever free from the tempta- 
tion of making or mending poems again ;* so 'hat 
my friends may be perfectly sequie against iNs im- 
pression's growing ua»re upon their hand*, a id use- 
less as the former has done. Let minds, that are 
better furnished for such performances, pursue 
these studies, if they are com meed tha» poesy can 
br made serviceable to religion and virtue > as tor 
myself, I almost blush to think that 1 have r-ad so 
little, and written so much. 1 he folio* mg veara 
of my life shall be more er tirely devoted to the 
Immediate and direct labor* of my station, except- 
ing those hours, that may be employe ! in finish- 
ing my Imitation of the Psalms of David in 
Christian language, which I have now promised 
it* world.* 

1 caapot coun the world to purchase this book 
fcltWr pleasure or entertainment, by telling them 
shtfgftyonc copy cituety pleases me; the best 

them sinks below the ides whack 1 form of a 

• • » itmrmm npNu t* • 11*0, w i f w r rtem rrte.* Her. 
WlttMiiwn aw iiitmv.rvwiMiwWwIwflON 
nstw* mm** n«n,vut ia» Wee ** umcstfwnemef I Ttfw«*» 
l***«tw 7th, 

4ls*trw irif mm ocecdnteM sad yoasadi 
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divine or moral ode. He that deals in the myste- 
ries of Heaven or of the Muses, should^ a ge- 
nius of no vulgar mould ; and as the name Vates 
belongs to both, so the furniture of both 'is com- 
prised in that line of Horace, 

* Cut mens divinmr, ntque ot 

• Magna sonalurum .* — — - 

But what Juvenal spake in his age abides true 
in ouis ; a complete poet or a prophet is such a 
one, 

' Qualem nequco mmstrart, et tentio tantum. 9 

Perhaps neither of these characters in perfec- 
tion, shall ever be seen on earth, till the seveuth 
angel has sounded his awful trumpet ; till the vic- 
tory be complete over the Beast and his image, 
when the natiuta of heaven shall join in conceit 
with prophet* and saints, and sing to their golden 
harps, 4 Salvation, honor, and glory, to him that 

* mi* upon the throne, and to tbc for 

• ever !' 

Mmy U, 1709. 


> 3 




HOR® LYRIC®. 

BOOK I. 

SACRED TO DEVOTION AND PIETY. 


WORSHIPPING WITH PEAR. 

W,,o dam attempt th* eternal name 
With notes of mortal sound ? 

Dangers and glones guard the theme, 

And spread despair around. 

Destruction waits t’ obey His frown. 

And heav’n attends His smile ; 

A wreath of lightning arms His crown, 

But love adorns it stiU. 

Cri istial King I our spirits lie 
Trembling beneath thy feet. 

And wish and cast a longing eye 
To reach thy lofty seat. 

When shall we see the cee at umemown. 
And in thy presence stand ? 

Hn«l Ur splendors of thy throat, 
BotHdeid us with thy hand. 

In thee what endless wooden meet ! 

What various glories shino ^ 
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The crossing ray* loo fiercely beat 
Upon emit fainting minds. 

Angels are lost in sweet surprise 
If thou uijvail th\ grace, 

And humble awe runs thro' the skies 
When wrath arrays thy faee. 4* 

When mercy joins with majesty 
To spread their beams abroad, 

Not all their fairest minds on high 
Are shadows of a Goo. 

Thy works, the strongest seraph sings 
Jn a too feeble strain, 

And labors hard on all his strings, 

To reach thy thoughts in vain. 

Created pow'rs, how weak they he 1 
How short our praises fall ! 

So much akin to nothing we. 

And 1HVU th' STERNAL ALL. 


ASHING LCAVX TO SING. 

Y xt, mighty Goo f indulge my tongue* 
Nor let thy thunders roar. 

Whilst the young noses and vent'rous tong 
?0 woiUh of glory soar, 
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If thou my daring flight forbid* 

1 he Muse folds up her wings ; 

Or at tiiy word her slender reed 
Attempts almighty things. 

Her slender reed, inspir'd by THFE, 

P.ds <i new Eden grow, 

Wirh bloomin? life on ev'ry tree, 

And spreads a heav’n below. 

She mocks the trumpet’s loud alarms, 
fill'd with thv dreadful breath; 

And calls th* angelic hosts to arms, 
lo give the nations death. 

But when she tastes her Sa v i ou &*s love* 
Andieels the rapture strong,— 

Scarce the di\ inest harp above 
Aims at a sweeter song. 


DIVINE JUDGMENTS. 

I. 

Not from the dust my sorrows sprisg, 

Nor my comforts from the lower skie* i 
Let alt^he baneful planet! shed 
*Bketr mingled corns as ay head, 

How vain tfieir curses, if th* ttttiiAt kino 
Look thro* the clouds, nd bless me with His eyes. 
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Creatures with all tbeir boated sway 
Are but His slaves, and must obey ; 

They wait their orders from above. 

And execute HU word, the vengeance or the love. 

ii. 

*Tis by a warrant from His hand 
The gentler gales are bound to sleep ; 

The north wind blusters, and assumes command 
Over the desert and the deep : 

Old Boreas, with His freezing pow'rs 
Turns the earth iron, makes the ocean glass. 
Arrests the dancing riv’lets as they pass, 

And chains them moveless to tbeir shores ; 

The grazing ox lows to the gelid skies. 

Walks o'er the marble meads with with’ring eyes, 
Walks o'er tbc solid lakes, snuffs up tl^c wind and 
dies. 

in. 

Fly to the polar world, my song. 

And mourn the pilgrims there, (a wretched throng !) 
Seiz'd and bound in ngid chains, 

A troop of statues on the Russian plains. 

And life stands frozen in the purple veins. 

Atheist, forbear ; no more blaspheme ; 

GOD has a thousand tenon in HU name, 

A tliousand armies at co mm a n d . 

Waiting the signal of HU bend. 

And magazines of frost and magazines of Same. 
Deem thee in steel to meet HU wrath, 
fits aharp artillery bom the north 
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ShalF pierce thee to the soul, ant shake thy mortal 
Sublime, on winter’s nigged wings, [frame. 

Ht rides in arms along the sky, 

And scatters fate on swains and kings, 

And flocks, and herds, and nations die ; 

While impious lips, profanely bold, 

Grow pale ; and, quiv’nng at His dreadful cold, 
Give their own blasphemies the lie. 

IV. 

The mischiefs that infest the earth, 

When the hot Dog-star fires the realms on high. 
Drought and disease, and cruel dearth. 

Are but the flashes of a wrathful eye 
From the incens'd divinity) 

In vam our parching palates thirst, — 

For vital food in vam we cry, 

And pant for vital breath ; 

The verdant fields are burnt to dust. 

The sun h*» drunk the channels dry, 

And all the air is death. 

Ye scourges of mr Marik's rod, 

Mu at His dread command, at Hu imperial nod. 
You deal yotur various plagues abroad. 

v. 

Hail, whirlwinds I bstpcnol and floods 1 
*1 hat all the leafy madards atrip, 

And bear down with a mighty sweep 

The riches of she fid*, ttd hanon of dm woods) 
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Storms, that ravage o'er the deep, 

And bury millions in the waves ; 

Earthquakes, that, in midnight-sleep, 

Turn cities into heaps, and make our beds our 
While you dispense your mortal harms, [graves ; 
•Tis the Creator’s voice that ftrunds your loud 
alarms, 

When guilt, with louder cries, provokes a GOD 
to arms. 

VI. 

0 for a message from above 
To bear my spirits up 1 

Some pledge of my Creator's love 
To calm my t e rror s and support my hope ! 

Let waves and thunders mis and roar, 

Be t it ou my GOD, and the whole world is mine j 
While thou artSov'mEfCN I'm secure; 

1 shall be nch till thou art poor; 

For all 1 fear, and all I wish, Heav'n, Earth, and 
Hell an thine. 


EARTH AND HEAVE*. 

Hait then DM kch. aqptteat boy. 


That gray Experience mt . — M youth 

Om «**nr Moral joj? 

• t\amm mut he *’ 

And jtt, vtih hftilra kih 
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The thirsty boy repeats the taste, 

Nor harkens to despair, but tries the bowl again* 
The rills of pleasure never run sincere ; 

(Earth has no unpolluted spring ;) 

From thr curs'd soil some dang’rous taint they 
bear ; 

So roses grow on thorns and honey wean a sting. 

it. 

In vain wr seek a heav'n below the sky ; 

1 he world has false, but flait'ring, charms ; 

Its distant joys show big in our esteem, 

Rut lessen still as they draw near the eye : 

In our embrace the visions die, 

And when we grasp the airy forms, 

We lose the pleasing drramf* 

III. 

Earth, with her scenes of gay delight, 

Is but a landscape rudely drawn. 

With glaring colors and false light ; 

Distance codVnends it to the sight 
For fqols to gaae upon ; 

B«t bring the nauseous dsttbiqg nigh 
Coarse an d confus'd the hideous figures lie, 
Dissolve the pleasure and offend the eye. 

Look up, my tool 1 porn tow*id *• eternal hills j 
Those besvis m o fost er than they seem ; 

There plmaset all urngUdeoa in crystal salfoi | 

B 
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Nor grief disturbs the stream : 

That Canaan knows no noxious thing, 

No cursed soil no tainted spring. 

Nor roses grow on thorns nor booty wean a sting. 


FELICITY ABOVE* 

N o, ( tis in vain to seek for bliss $ 

For bliss can ne*cr be found, 

•Till we arrive where Jesus is, 

And tread on hcav'nty ground. 

There's nothing round these painted skies 
Or round this dusty <jftd, 

Nothing, my soul I that's worth thy joys, 

Or lopcly as thy Goo* 

*Ttt heav’n on earth to taste His love. 

To feel His quick'dng grace. 

And all the bcav'n hope above 
Is but to tec His face. 

Why more my yean in slow delay i 
O Goo of ages ! why ? 

Let the spheres cleave, aflj^mrk my way 
To the superior iky. 

Dear So v v s sick 1 break them vital struts 
Thai hind me to my day f 
Take me Uriel an thy wiap. 

And atrefeh and soar tvar. 



[ ** ] 

cod’s dominion and decrees* 


"EE r silence all created things, 

And wait your Maker's nod; 

The Muse stands trembling while she sings 
The honors of her God. 

Life, death, and hell, and worlds unknown. 
Hang on His firm decree ; 

He sits on no precarious throne. 

Nor borrows leave to be* 

Th’ Almighty voice, bid ancient night 
Her endless realms resign, 

And lo ! ten thousand globes of li^bt 
In fields of azure shine. 

Now wisdom with superior swap 
Guides the vast moving frame. 

Whilst all tbc ranks of lyings pay 
Deep rev’s ence to H># nope. 

He spake ; the sun obedient Mood 
And held the falling day. 

Old Jordan backward drives bis flood. 
And disappoint* the sea. 

Lord of &« armies *of the Ay, 

Hr marshalls aH the stars ; 

JUd comma lift their barmen high. 

And wide proclaim lib wan, 

ft 
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Chain’d to His throne a volume lies. 
With all the fates of men, 

With ev’ry angel's form and size, 
Drawn by th* Eternal pen. 

H i s providence unfolds the book. 
And makes Hu counsels shine 
Each op'ning leaf, and ev’ry stroke, 
Fulfils some deep design. 

Mere , He exalts neglected worms 
To sceptres and a crown, 

Anon, the following page He turns, 
And treads the monarchs down. 

ftot Gabriel, asks the reason why, 
Mor Go o, the mason'gives, 

Nor dares the fav*rite-angel pry 
Between the folded leaves. 

My God 1 I acvtr long’d to see 
My fate with ciirim eyes, 

What gloomy lines are writ for me. 
Or what bright scenes shall rise. 

InTHY fair book of life and grace 
May I fit find my name; 

Recorded in some humble place. 
Beneath my Lord the Lamb, 
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• ELFrC 0 9 SIC RATION* 

I* 

It grieves me, Lord I it grieves me sore, 

That 1 have liv'd to Thee no more, 

And wasted half my days ; 

My inward pow’r, shall bum and flame 
With seal and passion for T h y name ; 

1 would not speak but for my Gop, nor jno*9 
but to His praise, 
ii. 

What are my eyes but aids to see 
The glories of the Deity 
Inscrib'd with beams of light 
On flow'rs and stars ? Lo R D I 1 behold 
The shining azure green and gold, 

But when I try to re* d Th y name a di m— i s **0 % 
my sight, 

in. 

Mine ears are rais'd, when Virgil lings 
Sicilian swains or T rojan kings, 

And drinl^the music in : 

Why should the trumpet’s hraaen voice. 

Or oaten seed a^ake toy joys* 

And yet my heart so stupid he, when tacsed hymns 
begin? 

IV. 

Change me, O Goj> ! my flesh shall he 
An instrument of song to Thee, 

And raoo the noses inspire ; 

v 3 
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^jMfcngue shall keep the heav’nly chime. 

My cheerful pulse shall beat the time, 

And sweet variety of sound shall in thy praise 
conspirdf 

v. 

The dearest nerve about my heart . 

Should it refuse to bear a part 
With my melodious breath, 
l f d tear away the vital chord, 

A bloody ^victim to my Lord, 

And live without that impious string, or show my 
seal in death. 


THE CREATOR AND CREATURE S» 

God, >• • same my soul adores, 

Th* almighty Three, th' Eternal One; 
Nature and grace, with all their pow’rs 
Confess the infinite unknown. 

From Thy Great Self Thy being springs; 
Thou art thine own original, 

Made up of uncreated things. 

And sclfrmftc fence herns them all* 

Thy voice produc'd the mat and q»heies, 
ltd the wave* rear and planets shine, 

But nothing like thyself appears 

Through all these spacious work* AThihe* 



THE NATIVITY OF CHRIST* 


Still rrs|)ess Nature dies and grows ; 

From change to change the creatures run: 

Thy being no succession knows. 

And all thy vast designs are on£. 

A glance of thine, runs through the globes. 
Rules the bright world and moves their frame ; 
Broad sheets of light compose thy robes; 
Thy guards arc form'd of living flame. 

Thrones and dominions round thek 
And worship in submissive forms ; 

Thy presence shakes this lower ball. 

This little dwelling-place of worms. 

How shall affrighted mortals dare 
To sing thy glory, or thy grace ? 

Beneath thy licet we lie so far, 

And sec but shadows of txiy face. 

Who can behold the blazing light ? 

Who can approach consuming flame ? 

None but thy wisdom knows thy might. 
None but thy word can speak thy name. 


THE HATE V ITT OF CHRIST. 

4 Shefhkrds I stroke, lift up poor eyes, 

* And send pans finrs away, 

« News from feicpoo of the skies, 

• Salvation’s bom to-day. 
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1 Jfctfts, the Gq® whom angels (ear, 

$ Ctffces down to dwell with you ; 

* To-day h e makes His entrance here, 

* But not as mojprchs do. 

4 Ho gold nor purple swaddlii£ baityf*, 

4 Hot royal shining things ; 

• A manger (or His cradle stands, 

* And holds the King of Kings. 

4 Go, shepherds 1 where the infant lift* 

• And see His humble throne ; 

• With tears of joy in all your eyes, 

4 Go, shepherds 1 kiss the son.' 

Thus Gabriel sang, and straight around 
The hcav'nly armies throng, 

< f f hey tune their harps to lofty sound. 

And thus conclude the song ; 

4 Glory to God that reigns above, 

4 Let peace surround the earth ; 

4 Mortals shall know their Maker's love 
4 At their Redeemer's birth.* 

Lord I and shall angels have their songs. 
An! men, no tunes o raise ? 

O may we lose these useless tongues 
When th:y forg et to praise 1 

Glory id God that reigns shove, 

That pity'd us forlorn j 



COD. CIORIOUS. fil 

We join to sing our Maker's love, 
for there's a Saviodr bom. 


COD CLORXOUS, AND SINNERS SAVED* 

Father! how wide thy glory shines 1 
How high thy wonders rise! 

Known through the earth by thousand signs, 

By thousand through the skies. 

Those mighty orbs proclaim thy pow’r, 

Their motives speak thy skill. 

And on the wings of ev'ry hour 
We read thy patience still. 

Part of thy name divinely stands 
On all thy creatures writ. 

They shew the labor of thine hands, 

Or impress of thy feet. 

But when we view thy strange design. 

To save rebellious worms, 

'Where Vengeance and Compassion join 
In their divinest forms. 

Our thoughts are lost in t er Ven d awe. 

We love and we adore ; 

The first arcbJqgel* stfe saw 
So mnefc of Goa b e fo r e . 
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Mete the whole Deity is knotfn, 

Nor dares a creature guess 
Which of the glories brightest shone, 
The justice or the grace* 

When sinners broke the Fat her’| laws, 
The dying Son atones: 

Oh this dear myst'ries of His cross i 
The triumph of His groans ! 

Now, the full glories of the Lamb, 
Adorn the heav’nly plains, 

Sweet cherubs learn Emanu el's name, 
And try their choicest strains. 

O, may 1 bear some humbtf part 
In that immortal song ! 

Wonder and joys shall tune my heart, 
And love command my tongue. 


Tilt HUMBLE INQUIRY. 

A FRENCH SONNET IMITATED, 1695 , 


Grace min below, and an emhrqo’d ibomt 
How few the sparks oC wrath, how alow thev movp, 
And drop and die in h oundl n mas of tafcl 



TMI PENITENT PARDONED* 


II. 

But me, vile wretch 1 should pitying Tove embrace 
Deep in its ocean, hell itself would blase, 

And flash, and burn me, thro* the boundless seas. 
hi. 

Yea, Lor d ! my guilt to such a vaatness grown, 
Seems to confine thy choice to wrath alone, 

And calls thy pow*r to vindicate thy throve. 

IV. 

Thins honor bids • avenge thy injur’d name.’ 
Thy lighted loves, a dreadful glory claim. 

While my moist tears might hut incense the flame, 
v. 

Should heav'd grow black, almighty thunder roar, 
And vengeance blast me, I could plead no taor%> 
But own thy justice, dying, and adore. 

VI. 

Yet can those bolts of death that cleave the flood 
To reach a rebel pierce this sacred shiodd, 

Ting'd in the vital stream of my Ri»s*ilsH<a 
kteod* 


THI PENITENT PA1VOHED 

Hence from my soul, my sins depart, 
Your fatal friendship now 1 see; 

Long have you dwelt too near my heart. 
Hence to eternal distance flea. 

t * 

Yc gave my dying Loan His wound, 
Yot 1 mart poor mg' 'nm Wood, 
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And in my heart-string* lapp’d you round) 
You, the vile murd’rers of my Goo* 

Black heavy thoughts, like mountains roll 
O’er my poor breast with boding fear*, 

And, crushing hard my tortur'd teul, 

Wriqg through my eyes the briny tears. 

Forgive my treasons, PRINCE of GRACE ! 
The bloody Jews were traitors too ; 

Yet thou hast pray'd for that curs'd race, 
Father, they know not what they do.' 


GREAT ADVOCATE! look down and sec 
A wretch, whose smarting sorrows bleed ; 

O plead the same excuse for me 1 
For Loro, I knew not what I did. 


Peace, my complaints ! let ev'ry groan 
Be mill, and silence wait His love ; 

dwell amidst His throne, 
utmost bowels move. 


Ul from the everlasting skies. 

Gently at morning dews distil, 

The DOVE immortal, downward flies. 
With peaceful olive in His hill. 


How sweet the voice of pardon sounds 1 
Sweet the relief, to deep duties* ' — 

1 foci the balm ‘that heals my wounds. 
And all my pos'nyhre the grace. 
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A HYMN OF PRAISE 

FOR THREE GREAT SALVATIONS, 

VJ3L 

1. FROM TEX SPANISH INVASION", 1588. 

2. FROM THE QUA POWDER PLOT, , NOV. 5, 1605. 

3. FROM POPERY AND SLAVERY, } BY KINO WIL- 

LIAM OF GLORIOUS MEMORY, WHO LANDED 
NOV. 5, 1688. 

COMPOSED NOV. 5 , 1695 . 

Infinite god i Thy comueU .uni 

Like mountains of eternal brass, 

PiUan, to prop our sinking land, 

Or guardian rocks to break the seas. 

From pole to pole T my name is known : 

Thee a whole heav’n of angels praise ; 

Our lab* ring tongues would reach thy throne 
With the loud triumphs of thy grace. 

Pan of thy church by why command 
Stands rais'd upon the British ilka, 

• There,* said the Loan, 1 to ages stand 

* fyn as the everlasting hills/ 

In vain, the Sfismik oc e an roar’d. 

Its billows swelPd against our shore, — 
lit billows sank beneath THY word. 

With all* the Boating «nr they bore. 
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tome/ sii<l die cons of bloody Rome, 

* Let in provide new arm* from hell ;* 

And down they digged through earth*! dark womb, 
And ransack'd all the burning cell. 

Old SmUm, lent them fiery store#; 

Infernal coal and tolpb’rou! flame, 

And all that burns and all that roars, 

Outrageous sires of dreadful name. 

Beneath the senate, and the throne* 

Engines of hellish thunder lay. 

There, the dark seeds of fire were sown,. 

To spring a bright, bat dismal day. 

Tiiy love, beheld the blfcck design. 

Thy love, that guards our island round , 

Strange 1 — how it quench'd the fiery mine. 

And crush'd the tempest under ground. 

PART ifCOND. 

Asstmf, my tongue, a*nob)er strain, 

Sing the new wooden of the Loan , 

The feet revive their pow*rs qgain. 

Again they die beneath His sword. 

Dark as our thoughts, our minutes toll. 

While Tyranny poster'd the throne. 

And murdSen, of an iriU soul. 

Ran, thrcm'awg M, thr ou gh cv*ry town. 

I 
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The Roman priest, an^^Rgrisb prince,, 

Join'd their best Carte", Wlblackest charms. 
And the fierce troops of neiglib'ring France, 
Offer'd the service of their arms*, * 

< 'Tis done/ they cry’d, and laugh'd aloud; 
The courts of darkness rang with joy, 

Th* old Serpent hiss'd; and Hell gsew proud. 
While Sion mourn'd her ruin nigh. 

But, lo! the great Deliv'rer sails. 
Commission’d from JEHOVAH'* hand. 

And smiling seas and wishing gales 
Convey him to the longing land. 

The happy day and happy year* 

Both in our new salvation meet, 

The day that quench'd the burning snare. 

The year* that burnt th* invading fleet. 

Now did thike aim, O GOD of hosts. 
Now did t if i v k arm thine dazzling bright | 
The sons of might thefr hands had lost. 

And men of blood, forgdt to fight. 

Brigades of angels lin'd the way, 

And guarded William to ha* throat ; 

There ye celestial warriors stay, 
yind, make his palace, like your ova. 

« Jfe*. S, Id*. + *er.AjJt> 

9 f 
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Then, mighty GOD ! the earth shall know, 
And learn the worship of the sky ; 

Angels and Britons join below. 

To raise their hallelujahs high. 

Ai i -Hallelujah, heav’nly £IBfG f 
While distant lands thy vic^ry sing, 

And tongues their utmost pow'rs employ,— 
The world's bright roof repeats the joy. 


THE INCOMPREHENSIBLE. 

Far in the heav'ns my GOD retires. 

My GOD, the mark of my desires, 

And hides His lovely face : 

When He descends within my view, 

Ht charms my reason to pursue, 

But leaves it, tir'd and fainting, m th' unequal chase. 
11. 

Or, if I reach twaail height. 

Till near Hit presence brought, 

There floods of glory check my flight. 

Cramp the bold pinions of my W& 

And all untune my thought t 
Plung'd in a sea of light, 1 roll 
Where Wisdom, Justice, Mercy, thine* j 
Infinite rays ^ crossing lima, 

Bent thick eouflition on my sight* and overwhelm 
my soul. 



DEATH AND ETERNITY. 6 ? 

Utk 

Come to my &l fk ^How-minds, 

And help me reach the' throne ; 

(What single strength in trtin designs 
Untied force hath done : 

Thus worms may join and grasp the poles. 

Thus atoms fill the sea ;) 

But the whole race of creature souls, 

Sti etch'd to their last extent of thought, plungt, 
and are lost in ihee. 

iv. 

GREAT GOD 1 behold my reason lies 
Adoring, yet my love would rise 
On pinions not her own : 

Faith, shall direct her humble flight, 

Through all the trackless seas of light. 

To thee th’ ETERNAL-FAIR, the INFINITE 
UNKNOWN. 


DEATH AND ETEBNfTY* 

My t h ou g ht s , shat often mourn the skies. 
Go, search the world bene at h , 

Where Nature all in nun Iks, 

And owns her sov'reigit, Jfcfti. 

here I 


The tyrant, how he 
His trophies spread asooad I 
And heaps of dust and boat* 
Through aU the hollow 

r I 
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LYRlfc POfel||* 

TljAe scalls, what ghastly figures «p#t 
Mow loathsome to the eyas ! 

These, are th* heads we lately knew, 

So beauteous and so wise. 

But i^tere the souls, those deatldesfr things. 
That left their dying clay ? 

My thoughts, now stretch gut all your wings. 
And trace eternity* 

O that unfathomable sea ! 

Those deeps without a shore I 
Where living waters gently play. 

Or fiery billows roar. 

Thus, must we leave the banks of life. 

And tty this doubtful sea ; 

Vain ate our groans, and dying strife. 

To gun a moment's stay. 

There, we shall swim in heav’nly blim^ 

Or sink in flaming waves, 

While, the pale carcase thonghtfem lies, 
Amongst the nlcnt graves. 

Some hearty friend shall drop has tern 
On our dry h o nes , and say, 

* Them once were amo n g m mine appear, 

• And mine mwt hem they.* 

Thus, shall onr mould* ring mtmhm tench. 
What now our senses learn i 



A UMf «t»«|AVtk IS IICKHII*. M 


For, dust t a it tm Mot prtacU 
Man's infinite concern* . 


A SIGHT OP HI AV C N IK SICKNESS* 

Oft have I sat in seclfet sighs, 

To feel my flesh decay, 

Then, groan'd aloud, with frighted eyes. 

To view the tott’nng clay. 

But t forbid my sorrows now. 

Nor dares the flesh complain ; 

Diseases bring their profit too ; 

The joy o'crcomcs the pain. 

My cheerful soul, now all the day 
Sits waiting heve and sings, 

Jxwks through the ruins of her clay. 

And practises her wings. 

Faith, almost changes into sight. 

While from afar die spies 
Her fair inheritance in light. 

Above eremed skies. 

Had bat the prison walls been strong, 

And firm without a flaw, 

In darkness she bed dwelt too long. 

And less of glory saw. 
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But now, the everlasting bills 
Through ev'ry chink appear, 

And something of the joy the feels 
While she*# a pris’ner here. 

The shines of hrav*n rush sweetly in, 
At all the gaping flaws j 
Visions of endless bliss are seen. 

And native air she draws. * 

O 1 may these walls stand tott’ring still, 
The breaches never close, 

If I must here in daiknesj dwell, 

And all this glory lose 1 

Or rather let thu flesh decay. 

The ruins wider grow, 

Till, glad to see th* enlarged way, 

1 stretch my pinions thro’. 


THE UNIVERSAL ilALLX LVJAH, 

Psalm cxlviii periphrased. 

Praise ye the LOAD with joyfcil tongue. 
Ye pow'rt that guard His throne j 
JESUS the man shall lead the song. 

The GOD impure the tune. 

Gabriel, art all th’ immortal choir 
That fill the malms abort. 



THE UNIVEASAL HWIBIUJ\M. 

Sing, for He form’d you of His fire, 

And feeds you with His love. 

Shine to His praise, ye crystal skies, 

The floor of His abode, 

Or veil your little twinkling eyes, 

Before a brighter GOD. 

Thou restless globe of golden light, 

Whose beams create our days, 

Join with the silver queen of Night, 

To own your borrow'd rays. 

Blush, and refund the honors paid 
To vour inferior names 
Tell the blind world, your orbs are fed 
By Hu overflowing flames. 

Winds, ye shall bear His name aloud 
Through the ethereal blue. 

For when His chanot is a cloud, 

He makes His wheels of 

Thunder and bait, and fires and storms, 

Th* troop of Hit command,* 

Appear in all your dreadfol forms. 

And speak His awful hand. 

Shout to the LORD ye surg ing seas 
In you eternal vocr } 

Let ware to wow reso un d Htftfiaisfo 
And shore reply to shore ; 
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While monsters, sporting on the flood, 

In scaly silver shine. 

Speak terribly their maker GOD, 

And lash the foaming brine. 

Bnt gentler things shall tune Hitjume 
To softer notes than these, ^ 

Young zephyrs breathing o'er the stream. 
Or whisp’ring through the trees. 

Wave your tall heads, ye lofty pines. 

To Him that bid you grow. 

Sweet clusters bend the fruitful vines, 

On cv'ry thankful bough. 

Let the shnll birds His honor raise 
And climb tbe morning shy, 

While grov'lling beasts attempt Hit praise 
In hoarse* harmony. 

Thus, while the meaner creatures ting. 

Ye mortals take the sound. 

Echo the glories of your KING, 

Through all the nations round. 

r\ eVeRKAI. NAME mpt I j a brend. 
From Bnuin to Japan 
And, the whole rare, shall how to GOD, 
Thai owns the naat of mm. 
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THE atheist's mistake. 


Laugh, ye profane, and swell, and bust. 
With bold impiety. 

Yet shall ye live for ever curs'd. 

And seek in vain to die. 


The gasp of your expiring breath 
Consigns your souls to chains. 

By the last agonies of death. 

Sent down to fiercer pains. 


Ye stand upon a dreadful steep. 

And all beneath, is bell j 

Your weighty guilt will sink you deep. 

Where the old Serpent fell. 


|Vben iron slumbers bind poor A 
with strange surprise you'll find, 
Immoiyal vigor spring afresh 
And tortures wake t£e mind! 


Than, you'll confess, tfr a nm 

Of plagues, yon scorn'd ftefbre. 

No more shall look fahn fcdk frunms. 
Like foolish taka, no mote. 


Then, shall ye gone that hefhf 
(With flames open soar sonmoq 
When you nrr^ djrm«r^ohh mmpr 
For vanity and m pgp. 
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Behold, the taints rejoin to die, 

For heav*i& ahines round their heads. 
And angel-guards prepar’d to fly, 
Attend their filming beds, 

Tfceir longing spirits part 
To their celestial seat ; 

Above these ruinable skies 
They make their last retreat. 

Hence ye Profane 1 l hate yoOf way*, 
1 aalk with pious souk j 
There's a wide diff’rence in our race. 
And ditULMt are our goals. 


THE LAW G1VSM AT SINAI* 

I. 

Arm tjbfe with thundery hesv’nly Muse, 
And keep th* expecting wmld in awe. 
Oft, hast thou song in moor mod, 

♦he melting names of thy OQ D, 
Npw,%iveUy fiercest fiie%* hm» 

AS sound Hu dreadful law: m 
To Israel first the words me spoke. 

To Israel freed from Wf/0 ynhe. 
Inhuman bandy 1 the harfgi 
Ompien’i thutftifrkjmK * 
gem their knees to aoopfreaa bdli, 

And knfrfrnriiuttQlP^j 





THE LAW etVBK AT SIHAI. 
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IT. 

Now, bat they patted th* Arabian Bay, 

And march'd bww i the ckinMi nag— • 

The tiling waves jtood goaftdicaa Sf their wondrous 
Bui fell, with jaoft ffepctuous face, {way, 

On the punning mrat, 

And buff’d ^gypt all in amt** 

BloBia in warty death, the nder mdtheberte: 
O’er ttnig|fag raraoh troll'd the nighty adfc. 
And wr*d the lafcftn if a py mmidj 
Apis a ad Ore in vain he criea. 

And all hit homed gods beside, 

He swallow* fine, wtth twisimsqgoyat. 

And con'd the Heheewt at he dy’d. 

u iv 

Ah, febtith 1ml ! to comply 
With M e mphia n idolatry. 

And how to bmact (a tupid *m%) 

Toidate impoaeoifwnacl 

Bd^u % oon.*, «r *• 4. 

Hm wtmjkt Skit— !■ A« 


n 


l*kic 


Bail. 


tv. 

Hark! the Mil echoes of the Wtitiiftet roar, 
And caHtbe Garbling anfcieti Mir j 
omw, m wwntng, wry appear j 
Mb k«pt then from the Mmfrtfore, 
Nm f from the nils, their UrT 
Tim the amt h mM, end the tramp the 
Which Mt be Mown by high command, 
Stull hid the wheels of NsturestM, 

And bearin'! eternal wall procmi. 

That 1 Time shall be no more.* 


That, while the lihMng angel swell** the sound. 
And rent the dki and sh dSk the ground. 

Up rose th* ALMIGHTY j round Hu sapphire 
Adoring thrones h erhf'fcB j [seat 

The lesser powers at dutaneedwdl. 

And att Mr Mica down saeceanwe at His fcet : 
GMaL the great, psapeitt Its why, 

• Lift op yaw heals, mc n ril d ao n * he cries# 
^eternal doers Ik wot* they, 
ftaa^ldyMiip* 

fldcliirtir 

». 

«5§®»s* r W'§ ]^nnss^mwu naan* 


THE IAV GIVEN SINAI. W 


The winds, in harness with the {lames. 

Flew o'er th* ethereal toad : 

Down through i lis mogmincs He past 
Of hail and ice, tod fleecy snow, * 

Swift roll’d the triumph, and as fast 
Did hail and ice in molted rivers flow* 

The day was mingled noth the night*. 

His feet on solid darkness trad, 

His radiant eyes proclaim’d the QQD* 

And scatter'd dreadful light } K ^ t 

He breath'd, and sulphur on si liery s9li | 

Hx spoke, and.(tho* with unknown spaed He OKU) 
Chid the slow tempest and the %pt| flam* 


Aadat nhssL 

ft „ M ,w [ w * 


yiu 

Sinai receiv'd His | 

With tale red, i 

Did the m _ r . 

And rising smoke nbsmtild the InP^gWl 
« moots m curffog waves, 

Ia tltrisoni Mm mhnvn 
The stalely ffjmmk flf,hn 

KImi 




!• 

»>H»aa5i5SBa 
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The little aits of anile, 

AaMo and useless here j 
Nor, shall the burning hills of old 
With Sinai be compand. 

Nor all that lying Greece bn told 
Or learned Rome has heard ■£ ^ 


Aha* shall be nam'd no more, 

M(m > the torch of Sicily } 

Not half so high, 

Her GMv & b 

Not halt so loud, her thunders roar 

*6ran the Sicaiwm see, to fright th’ Italian shore* 

Behold the aacreA'hill, its trembling spire 

dhanhes at the terras «f the fire. 

While all belowto eet*nt feet, 

Stagg er and reel under th' almighty weight: 
fbanP d, aritha gr e ater than feign'd Atlas* load, 

XnrtniTY before > 

ft bcm»d, md shook, bftmmh fee burden of n OOD, 
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No more, the mm of GOD ctiaeeth 
Hi* aUv'ring and stiff rite ) 

Yet, with recov*ring mind, commands 

Silence and deep attention through the Hebrew bonds. 

x. 

Hark ! from the centre of the flame, 

All arm'd and feather'd with the same, 

Majestic sounds, break through the smoky clouds 
Sent from the all*ceiating tongue,— 

A flight of cherabs, guard the words along. 

And bear their fiery law, to the retreating crowd* 


xr, 

4 I am the LORD ; *|U I proclaim 

• That glosMR% aod that 

• Thy GOD and kXNGU ’nprl that boko 
4 Thy bondage mi ttf Rgpfflhn pohe?| 

• Mina, is tba right la apeak My «iU» 

• And thine, tba buy so fulfil. 


1 Nor worship Me in 
•drriat j 
« With ter * mm m Uy nmn*, 


• Nor spill lln 
line | 


1 MwhH 


« 9 



LT1ZC rosin. 


1 Pnaerethybo^diaste, andflyth'tmliwfblbed; 
1 Nor ttttl thy neighbour** gohl, hit garment, or hit 

♦Iftwthwr to blast hiiiamt with falsehood or deceit; 
• N or, let thy withes loose, mpjp his large estate.' 


tIMtMBIR YOOI CREATOR, &C, 
ACC LSI* XII* 

Childreh, toyocr creator-god 
Your early honors m 
W hikWy, *4 youthful blood, 
prOUld tOQptfMf thoughts astray* 



XEMEMBgfc tftVI ORATOR. 


Old Age, with ill her dismal train, 
'Invades your golden yens, 

With sighs, and groans, and raging pain, 
And death, that never spares. 


What will you do, when light departs, 

And leaves your with’wig eyes, 

Without one beam to cheer your hearts, 
From the superior shies ? 

How will you meet GOPs h irtffling Wow, 
Or stand before His seat. 

While Nature's old su pp ort er s hew. 

Nor bear their tott* ring fright P 


Can you expect your feeble mm* 
Shall make a strong d efence , 
When death, with tenrihld Arms, 
Summons thoyris'ner hence ? 


The stiver hadh cf NtM# I 
And let the WuldWg M | fc 

The flesh gort down |o gpp fhh Art, 
Its vile 


Uk»*Ukpik,*bmtM) 

SS2.T iZ,m. 
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sc N't MOON* ANft STARS, PRAISE YE THE 
LORD. 

Fairest of all tbe lights above, 

Thou son, whose beams adorn the spheres, 

And with unwearyM swiftness Abac, 

To form the circles of our jean ; 

PratieAhe creator of the slues. 

That dress'd thine orb in golden rays. 

Or may the. ran fosgtr to rise. 

If he forget his marer's praise* 

Thou reigning beauty of tbe night. 

Fair queen of Silence, Stiver Moon, 

Whose gentle Jams and borrow'd light 
At softer rivals of the noon s 

Arise, and to that sov'reicn row’s, 

Waxing and wamsq; honors pay, 

Wbtf hid thee mk thradnAy hour. 

And half supply the afcgtt day. 

Ye twinkling stars who gj3d the diet , 

▼¥ WCa OBS m mmmm% 

Who to, yoat tor ,. wilt jw ta ftt qw. 

When hus'neas, carta, end Ig 1 , nee |oay 

Ndw m|Wh rf to* sots 

WImk fcnnaUm ohmi cm AA 

So rich » | i wa > fat Hh fctt. 



THE WELCOME MESSENGER* 83 


Thou heav’e of heav’ns, supremely bright. 
Fair palace of the court divine, 

Where with inimitable light. 

The gobhead, condescends to shine f 

Praise, thou, thy great Inhabitant, 

Who scatters lovely beams of grace 
On ev’ry angel ev’ry saint, 

Nor vails the lustre of his (ace, 

O GOD of Glory! GOD of love! 
Thou art the sun, that makes our days) 
With all thy shining verb above. 

Let earth and dust attempt thy praise. 


THE WILCOMS MESSBHGIA. 

Lord ! When wi see a mint of thihs** 
Lie, gaspin g out his bseadh, 

With longing eyes and loob divine, 

Sailing and pWd in death) 

How wt could elan re-rad, SO lap 
Our limbs upon dni bad I 

envoy so convey 



S£ J.YJLXC rO£MS, Book /. 

For when grim Death hat lost his sting* 

He has an angel's face. 

Jisvs I then purge my crimes away; 

*Tis guilt creates my fart* 

*Tis guilt gives death, its fiercegpty, 

And all the arms h hears. 

Oh I if my threat'ning sins were gone, 

And dmth had lost his sting* 

I could invite the fuel on* 

And chide Us hty wiqg. 

Away, these in ter po sing days* 

And let the lovers meet » 

The angel has a cold embrace. 

Bp kind, aitt soft* an ffteec. 

l*d leap .at OMcmy seventy years* 

Pd rush into his arms* 

And Ipye my breath, sod all my cuts* 

Amidst those heav>nly stems. 

Joyful I'd toy this body down* 

And leave the lifeless clay* 

Without a sigh, without a groan* 

And stretch and mar twt y. 


IlSCkll fUlllt 

Almighty makes* oo»I 

How wondrous it TV— *1 
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Thy glories, how diffus’d abroad 
1 hrough th* creation’s fnune ) 

Nature, in ev’iy dress 
Her humble homage pays, 

And finds a thousand ways t’ empress 
Thine undissembled praise. 

In native white and fed. 

The rose and lily stand. 

And, free from pride, their beaut i e s spread. 
To shew Thy sldlful hand* 

The lark, mounts np the sky 
With unambitious song. 

And bears her maker's fl i rt on high. 
Upon her artless tongue* 

My soul, would rise and ling, 

To her creator too ; 

Fain would my tongue, adore my Xing, 
And pay the worship does 
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II 

The very songs X frame, 

Are faithless to thy cause, — 

Aol steal the honors of thy name, 
To MU their own applause. 

Creme my soul anew, 

Else all my worship's vain : 

This wretc h ed heart will ne'er be true. 
Until 'tis form'd again. 

Descend, celestial fire. 

And seize me from above, 

Melt me in flames of pose desire, 

A sacrifice to love. 

lot joy and honhip spend. 

The remnant of my days. 

And to my eon, my soul ascend, 

In sweet perfumes qc praise. 


|n%unm Pom a re ta in Sm a ll of Mr, yalmt 


Hatty 
Witter 
Toast 
Ws 


tesla* 


wwh ssn aateda. 



TRUE LEARNING. 


19 


II. 

Our senses cheat us, with the pressing crowds 
Of panned shapes, they thrust upon the mind : 
The truthtbey shew, lies wrapt in sevcnMd shrouds; 
Our mines cast a thonmd clouds 
On unenlighten’d aools, and toms them doubly 


in. 


I hale the dost that fierce disputer* rake, 

And lose the mind in t wild maae of thought s 
What empty triflings, and what subtile ways, 

To fence «d guard, by rule and rote I 

Our GOD, will never charge us, that we knew 


IV. 

Touch, heavenly void I O touch these curi ous 
souls | 

Since 1 have heard hut onfesdft hint from * tires. 
From all the vain opinkms of the. schools, 

(That pageantry of niowmg fools,) 

1 feel my powHa s«tott» dud {pud divinely free. 


Tvasthb ahatoty wonn that aUt&qpmdat 
Ms ms riAmuth His single to) 
All&ouuual ttoKsuHto^M. 
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VI. 

wfojput Hn aid, I have do sure defence 
Fran troop of errors, that besiege ne mend: 
Bat he that setts hit season and his sente 


Fast here, and never waodeirinpcifc 
Ummvcoble he dwells upon sniliira pend* 

VII. 

Ikfinvtb truth I the life of my desires, 
C on t e from the sky, and join thyself to me* 
Tin th'd with hearing, and this ceadu^ tires, 

But never tir’d of telling thee, 

*Tis thy feir face alone, my spiikhuss to see. 


V41I. 

Speak to my soul alone ; no other hand 
Shall mack my path out, with delusive art t 
All Nature silent m Hu presence stand, 
Crcatnma, ha dnmh at his command, 

And leave Xfeaaiaglemoe to whupar m my heart. 
U. 


Jtetfee, aay m u l, w ith in dptf retire. 
Away feom em, and ev*ry outward chow ; 
Now let my thMjhit to loftier themes 
t now, OR wheels of See 
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THUS WISDOM. 


Z. 

PaoNoufiCB km bka’d, my Muse, whom 

Wisdom guides 

In b«T mi path, to kdrjwikewkly *afc£ 
Through all the stow, Mi tool saewdy glides, 
Kor can the tempests, nor the tide* 

1 hat nse and mi around, «op|frtttfi»fftsdyfctl. 
it. 

Earth, you may let your gq)den arrows ip* 

And seek in vain, a passage to his breast* 

Spread all your pamted toys. to tourt his ey«» 

He smiles, and sees them vainly try 
To hue baa soul mdc, hutb her eternal vest* 
uu 

Oar headstrong lusts, like a yoang fiary baaaa, 
Stan, and iy raging, m a oi aUe icmwr i 
He tames and breaks than, manages and rides ’em*. 
Cbejdk* their eweer* aod^Wna *nd grid's ’em* 

And bsda bis rosaoe bridle Ibmij i rws imi t faK» 
tv* 

Lord of bimseHy he wda> his wiidsat dw o^ —s 
And boldly *»«fc«cdMp*t*ii|P*d» 

Whilst be looks down, aod pities buman fruits j 
Itoaadn hsifcnk, non ettrittft* ... 

* + 9 *. 
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Wbl manly courage to sustain the fight. 

To bear the noble pain, and part 
With those de4r charming tempters, rooted in the 
heart! 

VI. 

•Tit hard to tttnd, when aU die psilmi move, 
Haiti to awake the eye that passion blinds. 

To rend and tear out this unhappy love 
That clings so (lose pbont oar minds. 

And where, th* ench a nte d soul so sweet n potto* 


Hard, hut it my be < 

NIK, 

Come to my breast, and with one pow’rful say 
Melt off my lusts, my fatten : I can bear 
A while to he a sonant here. 

But not be choan’d awd prison'd in a cage of dap. 
VIII. 

Sims’* is my tom* mB I most me my wi*ss 
Bshlhno, above is globe, my fish a s pir e s i 
X km a soul, was mode, so pity Ings 


ON£ TO CHXATTXC WISDOM- 


X. 

I am the LORDM, and JCSUS » my louo ; . 

He, the <iear GOD, shall fill my vast desire. 

My flesh below, yet I can dwell above. 

And nearer to my SAVIOUR move; 

There all rfy soul shall centre, all my pow’rsam- 
spire. 

XI- 

Thus, 1 with angels live j dins, half divine, 

1 sit on high, nor mind infeior joys i 

Fail'd «ifh His love, I fyl that GOD is mine; 

H i s glory, is my great design ; 

1 hat, everlasting project, all my thoughts employs. 


A SONG TO CKXATINC WISDOM. 
PART ft AST. 

Eternal wisdom t u** *e P tme, 

Thlk, the creation amp ; 

With thy lend name, mdta, Mils, and sen, 
And bcavVs high palnse rings. 

Place me on the bright fefcfc* tfdoy. 

To travel with the add, 

With whit «mk, M I swtey 
The wonders thou haM done t 

T»v W, hoar wide St and the skpl 
HdsgMoi to Mold! 

is S 



ft 


true VflMK, 


Ting'd with a blue of heav’aly dye, 

And attir'd with sparkling gold I 

Then thou hast bid the globes of li^ttf 
Theh endless circles rip, 

These, the pale planet rules the t%b^ 
And day obeys the sun. 


«PAIT second* 

Downward, I turn my wondrpg eyes 
On clouds and storms below, 

Those under regions of the skies 
Thy wxm'rans glories show. 

The noisy winds, stand seedy there. 

Thy orders in obey,— 

With«oundpg wings, they sweep rim air 
To make thy chari o t wny. 

These, like a trumpet lend and strong, 
Tift thunder shakes our coast. 

While the rod tight** «m along. 
The hanen of thine horn 

On the thin ah, withal a prop, 



A SOK6 TO CREATING WISDOM. 


PART TpiRD. 

Now to the earth, I bead my song, 

And cast rify eyes abroad, 

Glancing the British isles along? 

Bleat'd isles t confess your GOD. 

How did His wondrous skill array 
Your fields in charming green 1 
A thousand herbs, bis ait display, 

A thousand flow*» between 1 

Tall oaks for future navies grow. 

Fair Albion’s best defence. 

While com and vines rejoice below, 
Those luxuries of sense. 

The Heating locks His pasture feeds. 
And herds of larger sue • 

That bellow through the Ltndian meads, 
H.s houmeons hadd supples* 

PART FOURTH. 

Wi see (fe Thmnes caress the shores, 
Ha guides her stiver flood, 

Wlfle angry S e v ern sw e l ls ami roan, 
Yartwass her infer, GOIX 

Tie ruffing mountains of the deep 
Observe his. strong efenaas n d i 
Hitbenb mm m 'mf* HUowt eriy, 
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Amidst thv warty kingdoms LORD I 
The finny nations play, 

And scaly monsters at THr word. 

Rush thro' the Northern sea.* 

PART Plftir* 

THY glories blase, all nature round, 

And strike the gazing sight 

Through skies, and teas, and solid ground. 

With tenor and delight. 

Infinite strength, and equd skill, 

Sfeine through the worlds a b road. 

Our souls with vast amusement fill. 

And speak she builder, GOD. 

Our softer pasnoos menu % ***** 

Pity divine, in 1KSU9 fine. 

We see, adore, red lsn< 


GOD'S AISOIVTS DOMIKtOV. 


XoRDt when my thoughtful aaol surveys 
Ihre, air, red earth, red «M» and sets, 

I call there all thy dreov"* . 

by my FatuiaH wifl, 
return shall cure, or 
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Vernal sans or sepfyfl bw n ^ 

May bum, or blast the plants to doth* 
That sharp D ecem be r ami* 

What can winds or plana* boast# 

But a precarious pwV ? 

The sun is all in riirkaait lost, 

Frost shall be fire, and file he frost. 
When ua appoints the hour. 

II. 


Lol the Norwegians near the polar sky 
Chafe their frocen limbs with snow, 

Their freaen limbs awake and glow. 

The vital flame, touch'd with a strange supply. 
Rekindles, for the GOO oflifc is nigh* 

Ha bids the vital flood# ip named dicks flow* 
Cold steel, expos'd to northern 


ill# 


I years, and me 
tjaarfwm'd a bfusc. 


Th* Assykxan [ 

For bsawi to ba i 
Once, to has coon, the GOD of Israel < 
A king more ahaoluae that ho* 
ItuAefrmnteaitki^ 
8cv*afcld| I aco araadfttheflarae 

sr* 

**r 

his blood I 


ml 

Ami jfc rV g ST ti. 
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Nor did the ragin$ element dare 
Attempt theif gsraneats or their hair ; 

It knew the LORD of Nature there. 

Nature compet'd by t superior cause 
Now breaks her own eternal 
Now seems to break them* and obeys 
Her sov’reign Kmc in dUPrent ways. 

FATHER ! how bright *hy glories shine! 

How broad thy kingdom, how divine 1 
Nature, and Miracle, and Fate, and Chance, are 
thins. 

IV. 

Hence from tty heart ye idols fly. 

Ye sounding acmes of vnnhy I 
No mere my Ups shall sacrifice 
To Chance sod Nature, tales and lies : 

Creators w Mum tn GOB, dm yield me no supplies. 
What it the ran or who? tfie shade, 

Or frosts or flames, to kill or save ? 

His favor is my Kfc, Hit tips pronounce tee dead. 
And as Uts awful dictates bid. 

Earth, a my mother, or my grave. 


CONDESCENDING CEAfK, 

/■ imutim if id# omvrd Ms 

Wm, the &TEJLMAL ktmt <bf 
To vuit oetthly ifcbgfe 



the INFINITE. 

With scorn divine, He turns m^yet, 

From tow’rs of haughty kings i 

Ride* on a cloud, dwdai ufal, hy 
A Sultan, or a Ccar, 

Laughs at the worms, that rirto high. 

Or frowns tin from afar s 

He bids His awful chariot roll 
Far downward from the skies. 

To viait cv'ry humble soul 
With pleasure in His eyes. 

Why should the LORD, that vcigas above. 
Disdain so lofty kings f 
Say, LORD, and why such looks of love 
Upon such w orthl e ss things f 

Mortals, be dumb ; uflpi eseaturc dares 
Dispute His awful will# a 
Ask no account of His sCist, 

But tremble and be nil 

Just like His nature. Is H« grace. 

All sovereign and all Ben | 

Great GOD I hour searefckts aac thy ways' 
How deep thy judgments he 1 


tub INFINITE. 

Sois^seop^UhJ your besv*aty tongue. 


*9 
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That I may lYrfrl lofty song 
to our Eternal King. 

Thy names, how infinite they be I 
Great everlasting ONE I 
Boundless thy might and maj&y. 
And unconfin’d thy throne. 

Thy glories shine of wondrous size. 
And wondrous large thy grace ; 
Immortal day breaks from their eyes. 
And Galyriel veils his face. 1 

Thine emenee is a vast abyss, 
Which angels cannot sound. 

An ocean of infinities 

Where all our thoughts are drown'd. 

The myst'vies of creation lie 
Beneath enlighten’d modi) 
Thoughts can ascend above the shy. 
And fly before the winds. 

Reason may grasp the msasy bilk, 
And stretch from pole to pole, 

Bui half thy name oor spirit Ilk 
And overloads our soul. 

In vain our hangbcy reasan swells, 
For aodunfs found in tube 

AjiA asm eternity. 
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CONFESSION AND FARDON. 

Aias, my aching heart I 
Here the keen torment lies } 

It racks my waking hours with smart. 

And frights my slumb’ring eyes. 

Guilt will be hid no more ; 

My griefs take vent apace ; 

The crimes that Mot my conscience o'er 
Flush crimson in my face. 

My sorrows, like a flood 
Impatient of restraint. 

Into thy bosom, O my GOO I 
Four out a long complaint. 

Thu impious heart of mine 
Could once defy 4m LORD, 

Could rush with violence on to sin. 

In presence of thy sword. 

How often have 1 stood, 

A rebel to the skies. 

The calls, the tcndcss of a GOD, 

And Mercy's loudest cries t 

He offers all Ms grace. 

And all has hea**n torn) 

That cannot fed nor gsd. 
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JESUS the Saviour stands 
To court me from above, 

And looks, and spreads his wounded hands, 
And shows the prims of love. 

But I, a stupid fool, 

How long have 1 withstood 

The blessings purchas’d with his soul, 

And paid for all in blood I 

The heav’nly DOVE came down 
And tender'd me his wings. 

To mount me upward to a crown. 

And bright immortal things. 

LORD! I’m ashamed to say. 

That 1 refus'd Thy DOVE, 

And sent Thy Spirit griev'd RWay* 

To His own malms of Love* 

Not all tiiims heav’nly 
Nor tenon of thy hsy TT 
Could force me to foy dgpn my arms. 
And bow to thy cmuZad. 

LORD1 ’tis sgsimr nv foe 
My aim like arrows mt, 

And yet, and yet, (Oautthkas grace 1) 
Thy th un d er astern lies. 

QahaUIteeverAul 
The mattagiefTif rife? 



PSA L. CXLV1II. 12 . lit 

A.m I of auch hell-fcarden’d steel 
1 hat mercy cannot move ? 

NoW, for one powerful glance 
Dear SAVIOUR, from thy face! 

This rebel-heart no more withstands, 

But sinks beneath thy grace. 

O'ercome by dying-love, 1 fall, 

Here at thy cross 1 lie, 

And throw my flesh, my soul, my all. 

And weep, and love, and die. 

* Rise,’ says the Pa i hoe of OMfccy, ‘rise,* 

With joy and pity in His eyes * 

4 Rise, and behold My wounded veins, 

4 Here flows the blood to ufmh shy stains. 

• See * My cacAt FatHE* reconcil'd:* 

Ht said : and lot the Path c a smil'd* 

The joyful cherubs clapp'd their wings. 

And sounded grace on dll their strings. 

tfOCKC MEM AMO MAIDENS, OLD MEN AMO 
IU||, F RAISE ft THE LORO. 

IMU CfkVlII. If. 

I* 

Sons of A I—, hold*** young. 

Imho wildmmof wiflto *m* 

it 
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A flood of fiery vigor reigns. 

And wields your active limbs with hardy sinews 
Fall prostrate 'at th* eternal throne, [strung^ 
Whence your precarious poVrs depend* 

Nor swell as if your lives wefe gU your own, 

But chusr your Makl r for your friend : 

Hfs favor is your life, His arm is your support. 
His tend can stretch your days, or cut your mi- 
nutes short. 

IV. 

Virgins, who roll your artful eyes. 

And shoot delicious danger thence ; 

Swift the lovely % h tni ng flies, 

And melts our reason down to seme : 

Boast not of those with'ring charms, 

That must yield their youthful grace 
To age and wrinkles, earth and wor^,^ 

But love the Author ^ your mnEl free s 
That beaAly flat dec room cwut^xblooni- 
O make it fbur perpetual oi€f [mg hours s 
To please that everlastingfVxiR ; 

His beauties are thetmt, ifed but the shade is yours, 
in. 

Infants, whose different destinies 
Are wove with threads^ different sines 
But (rah the sane springtide of mam. 

Commence your hopes, rod joys, and fears, 

(A tedious trmia !) and date your fq U ow m g yearn; 
Break yourfnt iBeoeeaWACe pafet 



rs\ t. c x lv xii* 10, 


m 

With s^inds of tend'rcst accent raise 
Young honors to Hit name, 

Apd consecrate your early days 
To know the Pow'r Supreme, 
iv. 

Ye brads of venerable age. 

Just marching off die mortal stage, 

Father*, whose vital threads are spun 
As long as e’er the glass of life would ran, 

Adore the hand that led your way 
Thro* flow'ry fields a lair long summer's day ; 
Gasp out your soul in praises to the Sov’ reign 
Pow'r, 

7 hat set your west so distant from your dawning 
hour. 


riYINC FOWL AND CREEPING THINGS, 
PRAISE YE THE LORIX 
PSM, CXLVtll, 10< 


Swr et flocks, whose soft enaasclPd wing 
Swift and gentle fleam the aky, 

Whose charming souuddfos the *Pfipg 
With in artiest harm on y | J 

Lovely mi«oela of the field. 



To Nature’* GOO, your first devotions pay 
Ere you salute the rising day ; 

’Tis He calls up die sun, and gives Him ev’ry ray. 

XI. 

Serpents, who o'er the meadows^dide, 

And wear upon your shining hack 
Numerous ranks of gaudy pride, 

Which thousand mingling colors make i 
Let the fierce glances of your eyes 
Rebate theinbalcful fire ; 

In harmless play twist and unfold 
The volumes of your scaly gold ; 

That rich embroidery of your gay attire. 

Proclaims your Maker kind and wise. 

Hi. 

Insects and mites of mean degree 
That swarm in myriads o'er the land. 

Moulded by W i s dom's artful hand, 

And curl'd land painted with a various dye ; 

Ilk your innumerable forms 

Praise him that wean th* ethereal crown, 

And bends His lofty counsels down 
To despicable worms* 


thi comparison avs complaint. 

Infinite powri eternal lord* 

All Nm sops if obey vtr 



TVS COMPARISON AND COMPLAINT. iOT 

With steady course thy shining sun 
Keeps his appointed way, 

And all the hours obedient run 
The circle of the day. 

But ah * how wide my spirit flies 
And wanders < feom her GOD t 
M> soul foigets her beav'nly prize, 

And treads the downward road. 

The raging fire and stormy sea 
Perform thins awfol will. 

And ev'ry beast and ev’ry tree. 

Thy great designs fulfil : 

While my wild passions rage within, 

N r th\ commands obey; 

And flesh and sense enslav'd to sin, 

Draw my best thoughts away. 

Shall creatures of a meaner frame 
Pay all their dues to thii j 
Creatures that never knew thy name, 

That never lov'd like me ? 

Gat at Goo! cre as e my soul anew, 

Conform my heart lo Tff f wt. 

Melt down my wfil, and Ice is low 
And take the mould divum* 

Sea* VWl famM *«« k*A 
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Wf 

Manage, ihe wheels by thy command, 
And govern ev*ry spring. 

Then shall my feet no more depart, 
Nor wand'ring senses rove ; 

Devotion shall be all my hearts 
And all my passions love. 

Then not the sun shall more than J 
His Maker's law perform. 

Nor travel swifter thro* the sky. 

Nor with a zeal so warm* 


GOD SUPREME AND SELF-SU F P IC IIM^j 

W MAT is our GOD, or what His name, 

Nor men can learn, nor angels teach ; 

He dwells conced'd in radiant flame, 

Where neither eyes nor thoughts eaMNfefc* 

The spacious worlds of hcav*aly light. 

Compar'd with him how short they fdlf 
They am too dark, md ha too bright. 

Nothing arc they, and GOP is AM.* 



Whirlwinds nld seas t x 

l»dKUW*fritVMt 
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There rests the earth, there roll the spheres, 
There Nature leans and feels her prop,— 
But Hu own Self-iuffic ienci bears 
The weight of His own glories up. 

The ride of creatures ebbs and flows? 
Measuring their changes by the moon ; 

No ebb His sea of glory knows. 

His age is one eternal noon. 

Then fly, my song I an endless round; 

The lofty tune let Michael raise; 

All Nature dwell upon the sound, 

But we can ne'er fulfil the praise. 


JESUS turn ohly SAVIOUR. 



Call a 


***•*» feaMto mi win, 

%. wh. Wwfat ni ggw> v 

Tl*t <a wImu’4, pd nsacA nWf 
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In vain we askgfbr, all around 
Stands silence thro* the heavenly ground; 
There’s not a glorious Mind above, 

Has half the strength or half dm lover 

But O unutterable grace 1 
Th’ ETERNAL SON takes Adam’s place; 
Down to our world the SAVIOUR flies, 
Stretches his naked arms and dies. 


Justice was pleas’d to bruise the GOD, 

And pay its wrongs with heav'iily blood ; 

What unknown racks and pangs He bore I 
Tfhen rose ; the law could ask no into. 

Amazing work 1 look, dm— pa -skies t 
Wonder XPte with all your eyes ; 

Ye heav’niy tSrtmesf stoop* Roto above, 

And how to this mysterious love. 

Set how they bend) see hfl*f toylobkf 
Long they had rcadth* «KMri took* 

And study*d dark fa— in vain ; 

The Cross and Gabv'nir fishes fan plain 


Now they art tttaek wi& deep fftfei 
Each with his wings c o n c ea ls Ns fac? 
Now clap ihefr sounding pl p to npl cry, 

* The wisd— i of a D&KTY# 

Zgit&S&S?**' 
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ding how He broke our iron chain** 

How deep He sunk, how high He reigns. 

Triumph and reign victorious LORD, 

By all thy flaming hosts ador'd. 

And say, dear CONQU’ROR I say, hof long 
Ere we shall rise to join their song. 

Lo 1 from afar the promis’d da 
Shines with a well-distinguish’d nty ! 

But my wing’d passion hardly bears 
These lengths of slow delaying years. 

Send down a chariot from above 
With fiery wheels and pav’d with love ; 

Raise me beyond th* ethereal blue 
To sing and love as angels do. 


LOOK1H6 UrWARI^ 

The heav’ns invite mine eye, 

FATHER, 1 Mush, 1 mown, to (in 
Thus grovimi on she grand. 




lie 
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Beyond those crystal vaults 
And all their sparkling balls j 
They're bat the porches to thy cotuts 
•And paintings on thy walls* 

Vain world t farewell to you, 

Knv4 is my native air; 

1 bid my friends a short adieu, 
Impatient to^p there. 

1 feel my pow'is releas'd 
From their old Bcahy clod | 

Fair guardian, bear me up in haste, 
And set me near my GOX). 


CHE0T BYlltG, niSXNCf AND KEICIIING. 

He die* 1 the heav*nly Lo vs a dies f 
The tiding^atrike a doleful sound 
On my poor heaxt-stnugn deep Hi lies 
la the cold cmnji of the fmmdl 



loos endgwrf hep(H^ dtagponirA 
Vte LOW am tm wil. 



THE GOD OF 1 BONDER. 

but lo, what sudden joys I ice I 
JESl T S the dead, revives again. 

The using GOD fonakes the tomb, 

I'p to His Father’s court He flies. 
Cherubic legions guard Him home, 

And shout Him welcome to the skies** 

Break oF >our tears ye saints 1 andjifl 
How high our great DELIV'REfOetgni; 
Sing how He spoil’d the hosts of bell. 

And led the monster Death in chains. 

Say, * Live for ever, wondrous King I 
1 Rom to redeem, and strong to save I*— - 
Then ask the monster 4 Where's his sting i 
• And where's thy vict'ry boasting Grave r* 


THft GOD or THUKOtft* 

Ol THE immense, th* amazing height. 
The boundless grandeur of our GOD,. 
Who treads the worlds beneath His bn, 
And sways the itsona trim His nodi 

He speaks; and lo, tll Kmlt shafttei 
Hea» Vs everlasting pil£» bow S * 

Ht ns* the cloads wi Ik bsdeenn cracks, 
Am nsnmwfs# ncry jmme uwmgpi 

WATTS. VOt. t. 


us 
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Well, let die nations start and fly, 

At the blue lightning’s horrid glare ; 

Atheists and cxnp'rors shrink and die, 

When flame and noise torment the air. 

Letioin and flame confound the ikies, 

And dn#n the spacious realms below, 

Yet will w* sing the THUNQ’RER’s praise. 
And send od loud hosannas thro 1 . 

CELESTIAL KING) Thy biasing pow'r 
Kindles our hearts to flaming joys } 

Wc shout to bear thy thunders roar, 

And echo to our Father's voice. 

Thflt shall the GOD our SAVIOUR come. 
And I#*** round His chariot play ; 

Ye Lightnings t fly to make Him room, 

Yc glorious Storais \ prepare His way. 


MU DAY 0% JfpGKttt?, 4* ODE, AT* 
ILMfrtD Itt ENGLISH SAPPHIC* 


W HEHtdrfitfttN# wind with his airy forces. 
Rears up the Ba&tk SflWisg fuvy ; 

And ik ltd comes 
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How the poor tailor* stand amaz'd, and tremble 1—* 
While the hoarse thunder, like a Bloody Trumpet % 
Roan a loud onset to the gaping waters, 

Quick to devour them: 

Suck shall the noise be, and the wild disorder, 

(If things ETERNAL may be like these Earthly* 
Such the dire tenor, when the Great AnkangeV 
Shakes the Creation, 

Tears the strong pillars of the vault ofHcAV’N, 
Breaks up old marbk, the repose of princes.—* 
SEE— the graves open 1 — and the bones arising t 
Ftamt all around ’em ! 

HARK 1 the shrill outcries of the guilty wretches 1 
Lively, Bright horror, and smiting anguish 
Si are thro* their eyelids,— while the uvin« 
worm Ik * 

Coaming within them. 

Thoughts, She old mUaru* prey npoo thc& 
heart-strings. 

And the smart twingri, when the eye beholds tfar 
LOTIY JUDGE Mg »d a flood of veo- 

^ WMtgtbm WH. 

E kfth rt k turn petals ( low they scream mi 
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\\fkilc devils push them to the pit, wide-yawning 
Hideous and gloomy, to receive them headlong 
Down to the centre. 

STOP here, my fancy : (all aagy ye homd 
Doleful ideas *.) come arise to JESUS ) 

How Hi sits GODLIKE 1 and the saints around 
Him 

Thron'd, 'yet adoring! 

O I may I sit there when Ha comes triumphant, 
Dooming the nations 1 — then ascend to glory. 
While oar Hosannas all along the passage. 
Shout the REDEEMER. 


THR SONC OF ANGUS ABOVI. 

Earth has detain'd me pns*ner long, 

a dd Pm grown weary now f 
y heart, my hand, my ear, my toagle, 
There's nothing here for you. 


Til'd w my t ho ug ht s, I atretch me down. 
And upward glance udpe eyes i 
Upward (my Fat «•»«)£» tat throne. 
And to my entire skit* 



Then* the dsm Man, i 
The GOD turn hrs*kt 
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And scatten mhnite delights 
On all the happy minds. 

Seraphs with elevated strains 
Circle the throne around. 

And move and charm the starry plains 
With an immortal sound. 

JESUS, the LORD their harps employs, 
JESUS, my love, they sing; 

JESUS, the name of both our joys. 

Sounds sweet from ev*ry string. 

Hark 1 how beyond the narrow bounds 
Of time and space they run. 

And speak in moat majestic sounds 
The Godhead of the SON ! 

How on the Father's breast He lay, 

The darling of His soul. 

Infinite yean before the day 
Or heav*os began to roll* 

And now they sink the lofty tone. 

And gentler notes they fcfcy* 

And bring tV imm 

O mend Ml of the nfcn » 

kft 
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His flesh all pure without attain, 
His soul without a sin. 


Then how He look’d, and how He smil’d, 
What wondrous things He said * ft- 
Sweet Cherubs stay, dwell here awhile. 
And tell what JESUS did. 


At His command, the blind awake. 
And feci the gladsome rays ; 

Ha bids the dumb attempt to speak, 
They try their tongues in praise. 


if a shed a thousand blessings ronnd, 
Where’er He tum’dHis eye ; 

He spoke, and at the sovereign sound, 
The hellish legions fly. 


Tha, while with unambitious strife 
Th* ethereal minstrels rove 
Thro* all the labors of His life 
And wonders of Hu love. 


h the full choir, a 
Groans with o 
The teat m 
That Meeds, and 

Seraph and nuK 
(tenin i hc sr 


No blooming trees, a 
While JESUS sleeps 




THE SO HC Of ANGEtS ABOVE* Iff 

Tken all at once, to living strains, 

They summon ev*ry chord, 

Break up the tomb, and burst his chains 
And shew their rising LORD. 

Around, the flaming army throngs 
To guard Him to the skies, 

With loud hosannas on their tongues, 

And triumph in thetr eyes. 

In awful statf the conou'ring GOD 
Ascends His shining throne, 

While tuneful angels sound abroad 
The vict’ nes He has won. 

Now, let me rise and join their song. 

And be an angel too 

My heart, my, hand, my ear, my tongue, 

Here's joyful fork for you. 

1 would begin the music 4 tt£ 

And so my tool Aould rise : 

Oh 1 for some hexv'nly notes to bear 
My spirit to tfcf skies! 

Tfc *"^Tr^ ip* ** sAvtour, •*. 

Ttaif Chtocfttcc, 

m iftrooea, or ■ your on, 

So* ; „..® k Hiifm. 

1 m oo mom, 

mu „ — mtw 
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To bleu the GOD that I adore 
And ting the MAN 1 love. 


FIRE, AIR) EARTH, AND i&t, PRAISE YE 
THE LORD* 


1 . 

Imrth I thou great footstool of our GOD 
Who reigns on high, thou lawful source 
Of all our raiment, life, and food. 

Our house, our parent, and our nurse. 

Mighty stage of mortal scenes. 

Dress’d with strong and gay machines. 

Hung with golden lamps around; 

(And flow'ry carpets spread the ground) 

Thou bulky globe, prodigious mass, 

That hangs uopillarM in an empty space I 
While thy unwieldy weight rusts on the feeble air, 
Bern that ALMIGHTY WORD ihm fil'd ml 
holds thee these. 

II. 

Flic! thon swift herald of His fee, 

Whose glorious nge mJK* onmmro J 
Levels a palace with tfcl mad, 

Blandiog the kdty spites in ram vttielntt 
Yd heavenly Flames that singe the air, ^ 
Artillery of a jealous GOD* m 

Bright arrows that His «si|dH|f||||tlK 
sratu-r deaths abroad ; 



the elements exhorted to praise. If l 

Lightnings 1 adore the so* ’reign arm that flings 
His vengeance, and your flies, upon the heads of 
lungs. 

nr. 

Thou ! vital element the Air, 

Whose boundless magasinea of breath 
Our fainting flame of life repair, 

And save the bubble Man, from the cold arms of 
Death: 

And ye, whose vital moisture yields 
Life's purple stream, a fresh supply, 

Sweet Waters, wandering through die flow'ry fields, 
Or dropping from the sky, 

Confess the Pow'r whose all-sufficient name 
Nor needs your aid to build, nor to sjipport oar 
frame. 

IV. 

Now the rude air, with noisy force. 

Beau up and swells the angry sea, 

They join to make oar lives a prey, 

And sweep the castors' hopes away, 

Vain hopes, to reach their kindred on 4 k shores t 
Lot the wild sees and s urging waves 
Gape hideous in * thousand freves $ 

Be still ye Floods, sod knorfvonr bounds of sand) 
Ye StMtt»«flnre your maIVii’s hand; 

The winds are in His flit, the amves ttHisetmwini« : 
tr. 

From the esc— 1 fmpdnash 
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Drew the whole hinaony of things 
That form this nobk univene : 

Old nothing knew Hit powerful hand ; 

Scarce had He spoke His foil command, 

Fire, air, and earth, and sea, heard the creating call, 
And lcap'd, from empty otlkagto this beauteous 
all; 

And still they dance, and still obey. 

The orders they receiv’d the great ereation-dav. 


THX FAREWELL. 

Dead be my heart to all below. 

To mortal joys and moral cares ; 

To sensual bliss, that charms us so. 

Be dark my ryes, and deaf my can. 

Here I jrrnouoce my carnal taste 
Of the fair fruit that turners prise ; 
Their Paradise shall never waste 
One thought of none, has to deapiac. 

All earthly joys, are over weigh’d 
And where’s the nwMht as not laid 

«2r Ltwtl » 

Angels aspire on lofty Mggt, 

Aid km the globe for mssio Ml. 
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Come, Heav'n, and fill my vast detires. 

My soul punnet the sov’reicn good; 

She was all made of hesv*nly fires, 

Nor can the live on meaner (bod. 


GOD ONLY KNOWN TO HIMSELF* 

Stand and adore I how glorious he 
That dwells m bright eternity 1 
We gaze and we confound our sight, 

Plung'd in th* abyss of dazzling light. 

Thou sacred ONE, almighty THREE, 
Geeat everlasting mystery, 

What lofty numbers shall we frame 
Equal to thy tremendous name f 

Seraphs, the nearest so the throne, 

Begin and speak the great unknown ; 
Attempt the song, wind up your strings 
To notes untry’d and boundless things. 

You, whose c a pacio us pow’rt survey 
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GREAT GOD l forgive pur feeble lays, 
Sound out thine owh eternal praise j 
A song so vast, a theme so high, 

Calls for the voice that tun'd the iky^ 


tARDON AND SANCT I FICATIO If. 

M y crimes awake ; and hideous fear 
Distracts my restless mind. 

Guilt meets my eyes with horrid glare. 

And hell punues behind. 

Almighty Vengeance frowns on high, 

And flames array the throne 

While thunder murmurs round the sky, 

Impatient to be gone. 

Where shall 1 hide this noxious head ? — • 
Can socks or mountains save ? — 

Or shall 1 snap me in the shade 
Of midnight and the grave ? 

Is there no shelter from the eye 
Of a revenging GOD f 
JESUS, u> Thy dear wounds 1 «*—» 
Bedew me with Thy fcluod* 

Those guardian drops my^mul meuety 
And wash away my 4»f* 

Eternal junior Im gra e nommu, 



$ 0 \ fcHEICNTT AND GRACE. 

1 bless that wondrous purple stream 
That whitens cv’ry stain ; 

Yet is mv soul but half redeem'd* 

If Sin the tyrant reign. 

1 ORD ! blast his empire with Thy breath , 
1 hat cursed throne must fall : 

Ye flattVing plagues, that work my death, 
Fly, for I hate you all. 


SO\ ER11CNTY AND CRA£e. 

Th e l ORD ! how fearful is His name 1 
How wide is Hu command ' 

Nature, with all her moving frame. 

Rests on Hu mighty, hand. 

Immortal glory forms His throne, 

And light His awfol robe. 

Whilst with a smile, or with a frown, 

Ha manages the globe. 

A word of His almighty breath 
Can swell or sink the seas, 

Build the warn e mpir e s of the eajrth. 

Or break them as He please. 



1*5 


tfrtmaU, 
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Hts bowels to oar worthless nee 
In sweet compassion move, 

He clothes His looks with softest grace 
And takes His title Love. 

Now let the LORD for ever reign 
And swap us as He will, 

Sick or in health, in ease or pain, 

We are His fav'rites still. 

No more shall peevish passion rise. 
The tongue, no more complaiu, 

*Tis sov'rrign love that lends our joys, 
And love raaumes again. 


Til* LAW AND COSPPr. 

4 Curs'd be the man, for cvercui&t, 

* That doth one wilful sin commit ; 

* Death and damnation for the first, 

* Without relief, and infinite.* 

Thus Sinai roars, and round the garth 
Thunder, and fire, and vengeance, fln^t 
Sot JESUS t Thy dear gasping breath 
And Calvary, sly gentler things. 

* Pardon, and grace, and boundless love, 

* Streaming ales* a SAHDUJL’f M|pl, 

- And Me, and joyt, 41 «bovr, 

■ Dear purchas’d by a bMpfOOP/ 



THE LAW AND GOSPEL. If7 

Hark how He pray*, (the charming sound 
Dwell* on bis dying Ups) Forgive ! 

And ev’iy groan and gasping wound, 

Cnci, 4 father let the rebels live.* 

Go, you that rest upon the law. 

And toil and seek salvation there ; 

Look to the flames that Moses uw, 

And shrink, and tremble, and despair. 

But I'll retire beneath the cross ; 

SAVIOUR ! at Thy dear feet 1 lie. 

And the keeu s*ord that Justice draw}. 

Flaming and red, shall pass me by. 


SEEEINC A DIVINE CALM IN A RESTLESS 
WORLD. 

i* O mem* qua Msbiti ttu Reft* vice,’ See. CadMivc, B. HI, 
Od. 38. J 


Eternal minpi who mitt the r*tc* 

Of dying realms, and rising states. 

With one uochang’d decree * 

While we admire thy vast i%rs, 
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The bubbles and the ore : 

So emmets struggle for a grain, 

So boys, their petty wars maintain, 

For shells upon the shore. 

1 1 1 . 

Here, a vain man his sceptre breaks, 

The next, a broken sceptre takes, 

And warriors win and lose. 

This rolling world will never stand. 
Plunder’d and snatch’d from hand to hand. 
As pow’r decays or grows. 

IV. 

Earth's but an atom : greedy swords 
Carve it amongst a thousand lords, 

Ai*d yet they can’t agree 

Lot greedy swords sail fight and slay, 

1 can he poor ; but, LORD, 1 pray 
To sit and smile with Thee. 


HAPPY FRAILTY. 

4 How meanly dwells t V immortal mind! 

• How vile these b odi es are I 

• Why was a clod of easth design’d 

• TVocloae a beaAly star I 

• Weak cottage, where oar tools soadel 

• Thu flesh, a mu’ ring r* I It 

• Wuh fagMul 

• The building bonds to fifli* 



HAPPY FRAILTY. 
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* All sound it ttormi of trouble blow, 

* And wa\ cs of sorrow roll ; 

* Cold vtcucs and winter storms beat through 

* Ai.d pain the tenant-soul. 

' Vat 1 Hou frail our state !’ said 1 5 
Ar«* thus ucm miMirmng on, 
lil! Mtlilr 1 iiom ilit cleaving sky 
A glc «in of glory shone* 

My soul all felt the glory come. 

And breath’d her native air ; 

1 ben she remember'd heav’n her home. 

And she a prts’ncr here. 

Strait she began to change her key. 

And joyful 111 her pains. 

She sung the frailty of her elay 
In pleasurable strains. 

' Hou weak the pnaoo'i where 1 dwell 1 

* Flesh hut a tott’nng wall ; 

t 7 he breaches cbeesfully fbretel 

* The house must shortly fall. 

* No more, apy friends, shall 1 complain 

* Though all my beest-atriogs ake » 

* Welcome di sea s e , and cv*ry yftn 

* Thai makes the emuge shake. 

4 Now 10*0* tempest Unv all immd, 

4 Nov smell she n yi %h, 

t S 
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4 And beat the house of bondage down* 

4 To let the stranger fly. 

1 1 have a mansion built above 

* By the ETERNAL HAND, 

4 And should the earth's old baJfemove, 

4 My heav'nly house must stand. 

4 Yes, for 'ns there my saviour reigns, 

* (I long to see the GOD) 

4 And Ilis immortal strength sustains 
1 The courts that cost Him blood- 1 

4 Hark, from on high my saviour calls; 
4 1 come, my LORD, my Love ;• 

Devotion breaks the prison-walls 
And speeds my last remove. 


LAUNCHING INTO ETERNITY. 

Iran a brave attempt! advent'rous he. 

Who in the first ship btoke the unknown sea : 
And, leaving his dear native shores behind. 
Trusted hit life to she Ucenoons wind. 

1 see the surging brine 2 the tempest ram ; 

He on a pine-plafck rides arms the warn, 
Eaulung on the edge of thousand gaping grove s : 
He steen the winged boas, and rim lha sails, 
Cnnyn the food, and tiny t tit grid* 



A PROSY ECT 'OF THE RESURRECTION, 


Such is the soul, that leaves this mortal land 
Fearless, when the great master gives command. 
Death i.s the storm : she smiles to hear it roar, 
And bids the tempest wait it from the shore ; 
Then with a skilful helm she sweeps the scat. 
And manages the raging storm with ease ; 

(Her faith can govern death,-—) she spreads her 
wings 

Wide to the wind, and as she sails she sing^ 

And loses by degrees the sight of mortal things. 
As the shores lessen, so her joys arise, 

1 he wa\es roll gentler, and the tempest dies, — 
Now vast rtrrnity fills all her sight. 

She floats on the broad deep with infinite delight, 
The seas for ever calm, the skies for ever bright. 


A YROSYECT OF THE RESURRECTION, 

How long shall Death the tyrant reign 
And triumph o’er the just. 

While the rich blood of martyrs slam 
Lies mingled with the dust I 

When shall the tedious fright be gone ? 

When will our LORD appear ? 

Our fond desires would pray Him down. 

Our love embrace Him here. 

Let MA arise, and climb the hills. 

And fiotn afor descry 
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How distant are His chariot-wheels, 

And tell how fast they fly. 

Lo I 1 behold the scatt*ring shades, 

The dawn of heav’n appears, 

The sweet immortal morning aphids 
Its blushes round the spheres. 

1 see the LORD of glory come 
And flaming guards around ; 

The skies divide to make Him room. 

The trumpet shakes the ground. 

2 hear the voice, 1 Ye dead, arise,* 

And lo 1 the graves obey. 

And waking saints with joyful eyes 
Salute th’ expected day. 

They leave the dust, and on the wing 
Rise to the middle air, 

In shining garments meet their King, 

And low adore Him there. 

0 1 may mv humble spirit stand 
Among them ciotb'd in white 1 
The meanest place, as Hu right hand, 

Is infinite delight. 

How will our joy and wonder rue. 

When our returning a vac 

Shall hear us homeward, ihroq^k the skin, 

0.1 1 >>r'« triumphant wing I 



Ad Deminum nottnm ct ServatorumJesvM Ckristw * . 
Od Sc. 

Te, grande Nil men, corporis incola, 

Te, inagna magni progenies paths. 

Nomen vereudum nostri JeSu 
Vox, Cithane, calami sonabunt. 

Aptentur anro grandisone tides, 

Chnsti triumphos incipc barbite, 

Fractoaque terrores Avemi, 

Victum Erebum, domitamque mortem* 

Imtnensa vutoi sceula circufo* 

Volvtre, blando dam paths in find 
Toto fruebatur Jehovah 
Gaudia millc bibens Jesus ; 

Donee supemo vidit ab setheve 
Adam cademcm, tartan btantta, 

Vnaque meregendos mini 
Heu minium miseros nepotes : 

Vidit m inaces vtndkts angel* 

Ignes et casern, telaque sanguine 
Tingcnda nostro, dam rapine 
Spc firemucte Erdxet mooatra. 
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« Non tott pronus gent hominum dabit 

* Hotti triumphos : quid patris et labor 
t Dulciaque imago ? uum peribunt 

« Ruoditui ? O prius astn cccii. 

* Mergautur undis, et redeat clftoi ; 

4 Aut ipse duperdam Satan* dolos, 

« Aut ipse disperdar, et ini 

* Sceptxa dabo modenada dextne. 

* Tcstor paternum aumen, et hoc caput 
4 j£quale teitor/ dixit ; et Siberia 
Ioclinat iugens culmen j alto 
Oesiliitque ruem Olyaapo. 

Mortal* corpus impiger induit 
Artusque Metros, beu teouis oimis 
Nimisque viks ! vindicique 
Coida dedit fodienda ferro. 

Vitamquc morti j prob dolor! O g rav es 
Tonaatis ircl Olei talas Mpcrt I 
Moresque pec cad seven 
Adamici, vedtiqoe (raem* 

Non poena leads ! qo& rats impo t ent I 
Qu&Muaa! largm faafcre lackrynaa, 
Buatiqoe divud triumpbot 
Sacrilege t o n eme debt ? 

Sepone queans, knOamom 


MatotecMu PtaUo 



AO DOM. NO!* J1SUM CHRISTUM. 13ft 

Ut ferreas mortis cavern** 

Et ngidam penetnvit auUm> 

Scnsere numen rrgna fcralia. 

Mug it barathrum, contiemuit chaos, 

Dirum frcmcbit Rex Gehennse, 

Pcnjuc suum tremebundfis orcum. 

Late refugit, 1 Nil agis impie, 

• Mergat vel imu te Pblegetbon vadu, 

* Ilot findet undas fulmen, 1 iftquit, 

F i pantos jaculatus igne. 

Trajecit hostem. Nigra ulentia 
tJmbnrquc flammas cthcrras pascnt 
l)udum perotr, ex quo conuco 
Prccipitn ccctdere eoclo. 

Immanc nipt jam tomtru j firagor 
Laib ruiuam mandat . ab infiims 
1 c c tarque designate pati 
1 aiuia dujtctumur aiktrtt. 

Heir strata passim vtnculi, et beic jscent 
l'w i crueiui, tormina mentions 
Imisa; ploraiuque traato 
Spicula mors ubi adempta plangii. 

Ea, tit imo rgit victor ab ultimo 
Dm i praMot cwvibos aoaro 
Attricra ripiwo omoHra oocixs 
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Quanta angelorum guadia jubilant 
Victor paternum dum rcpctit pplum l 
£n qualis ardet, dum bcatie 
Limina scandit ovans Olympii 

lo triumphe plectra seraphic*, 
lo triumphe grex hominum sonet, 
Dum lacta quaqua venui axnbot 
Astra repercutium triumphos. 


StJI-irSIUS INCREPATIO. BP1CRAMMA. 

Co r r o r E cur heres, Wattsi ? cur iucola temc ? 
Quid cupis indignum, mens habitare lutum ? 

Tc caro milk malua premit ; hinc juvenes gravat 
anus 

Languor, et bine T C g e eo s crimina sanguis slit. 

Cura, amor, in, dolor, mentem mate distrabit ; 
aucept 

Undique adest Satanas retia leva semens. 

Suspice ut j£thercum rignant tibi nutibus astn 
Tramitcm, et aula vocat parti cruore Dei, 

Te nunet Uriel dux, et tibi subjicit alas 
Stellatas aevapbln oficion cohort. 

Te superdm chorus optat amass, te inviiat JESUS, 
* Hue ades et nom unjiwi ends aas.' 

Ved amat ilk lutum quern nee dolor out Setae 
erect 


MUS. 



[ *37 ] 

eXCITATIO COXDII CCXMJM VHISI, 1694 . 

He v quod sftcla tens eareere corporis, 

Wsttu ? quid refugis limcn et exitum ? 

Ncc mens iEtheieum culmen, et atria 
Magni patris aabelitat ? 

Corpus vile crest mille molestias, 

Circum cords volant et dolor, et metus, 

Peccat unique mslis durius omnibus 
Cscn insidiss struit. 

Non hoc grata tibi gaudia de solo 
Surgunt : Christus abest, delicie, tuts, 

Longfe Christus abest, inter et angelos 
Et picta asm perambulans. 

* Cali summa petas, dec jaculabitur. 

Iracunda tooans fulmina : te Dens 
Hortttur { vacuum tende per era 

Pcnnas nunc bomiai dates. 


IXtATUlRC TOWARD TUI HKAVSKLY 
COUNTRY. 

Cum, Bmk /. Ode 19. Mtiltd 

* lm sc petrt* 4 mw; Sc. 

T ns hearty of my native land 
Immortal loam injures i 

*fi* 1.04. a. 
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1 bum, I bum with strong desires, 

And sigh, and wait the high command. 

There glides the moon her shining way, 

And shoots my heart through with a silver ray j 
Upward my heart aspires ; 

A thousand lamps of golden light 

Hung high, in vaulted azure, charm my sight. 

And wink and beckon with their amorous fires. 

O ye fair glories of my heav’nly home. 

Bright sentinels who guard my father's court. 
Where all the happy minds resort. 

Whan will my father's chariot come ? 

Must ye for ever walk th* ethereal round, 

For ever see the mourner lie 
An exile of the sky, 

A prisoner of the ground ? 

Oa f ceod some shining servants from on high, 

Build me a hasty tomb i 
A grassy turf will raise my head, — 

Tim nesgtib’ring lilies dress my bed ; 

And shed a cheap pesfiunc. 

Here I put off the chains of death. 

My soul too long has worn : 

VmmuIa V unborn bkomasls 

rncjuug i wnw one |ranH| occMut 
Or tear to wet my urn ; 

Raphael, behold me all nndicst. 

Have gently lay this flaril to eetf. 

Then mourn, and lead the path noh o a on t . 

Swift ! pursue thee, fcmfeg guide, ao pmSaos of 



[ 139 ] 

CASIM1RI EPXCRAMMA 100 . 

la nncran AnLduuiem, qui c* mow Cbnsilsaus Octet, mar 
tyrium, passu* ett. 

Ardalio sacrot deridet canning titus, 

Fcstaque non equi voce theatra quatit, 

Audut Omnipotence, 4 Non ett opus/ inquit, 
hmtco 

4 Fulminc ; tam fecilem, gratia, vinoe trinim. 0 
Detent ilia polos, et detent itte theatrum, 

£t tereti sacrum volvit in cnaa capnt. 

4 Sic, sic/ inquit, 4 abit nottne comoadia vita ; 

4 Terra vale, cerium plaude, tyranoe fcri.* 

ENGLISHED. 

OK SAIMT ARDALIO, WHO riOg A IT^ft- 
PIAVIR BECAME A CHftkITlAN, AMD 


1 . 

A a DAI to jeers, and in hit coopc ttraint 
The cnytt*nes of our bleeding GOD pro fanes . 
While hit lond linghrer shakes the painted teener 

Heav'js heard, rod «mi around <|g «roe haqg 
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III. 

Mercy stood near, — and with a smiling brow 
Calm'd die loud thunder; ‘ There's no need of 
you;. 

* Grace shall descend, and the weak man subdue.* 

IV. 

Grace leaves the ikies, and he the stage forsakes ; 
He hows his head down to the martyring axe, 

And as he bows, this gentle farewel speaks ; 
v. 

* So goes the eomedy of life away ; 

* Vain earth adieu I — Heav’n will applaud to-day : 

* Strike, courteous tyrant, and conclude the play.* 


WP1V THE PROTEST ANT CHURCH AT MONT- 
PRL1RR was demolished by tbb punch 
kino’s order, tub protbstants laid 

|HI 4%ONBS UP IK THEIR BtJRYINO-PLACE, 
WHEREON A JESUIT MADE A LATIN EP1- 
ORAM, 

BPBUtRID THUS. 

A Huc’hot church, once, at Montpelier built, 
Stood proclaim'd their madnaaa and their guilt | 
Too laag it atood beneath HearVs angry frown, 
VW^nhai riabg, to be dm wkM dawn. 
Lewis or laat, th* a wngrr of the ehba. 

CdaMwnfc aid tow 1 whh the fwodii Man 
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The stones dispcr*d, their wretched offspring come, 
Gather, and heap them, on their father’s tomb. 
Thus, the curs’d house, falls on the builder’s head,") 
And though beneath the ground their bones are 
laid. 

Yet the just vengeance still pursues the guilty 
dead. 


rilE ANSWER, BY A FRENCH PROTESTANT* 
ENGLISHED THUS. 

A Christian church, once at Montpelier stood, 
And nobly spoke the builder's zeal for GOD j 
It stood the envy of the fierce dragoon, 

Bui not deserv’d to be destroy’d so soon : 

Yet Lewis, the vsild tyrant of the age, 

Tears down the walls, a victim to his rage. 

Young faithful hands pile up the sacred stones 
(Dear monument 1 ) o’er their dead fathers' bones f 
The stones shall move, when the dead fatbiw rise,"! 
Start up before the pale destroyer’s eyes, * ^ 
And testify his m a dnes s to th* avenging skies. J 


TWO HAPPY RIVALS, DEVOTION A»P TH* 
MUSE. 


as the 



Ideas she glows like bandog i 
m 9 
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In fiercest flames, and here she plays 
Gentle as star-beams on the midnight seas ; 

Now in 4 smiling angePs form, 

Anon she rides upon the storm 

Loud as the noisy thunder, as afrleluge strong. 

Are my thoughts and wishes free, 

And know no number nor degree ? 

Such is the Muse : lo 1 she disdains 

The links and chains 

Measures and rules of vulgar strains. 

And o'er the laws of Harmony a sovereign queen 
•he reigns. 

U. 

If she roves 
By streams or groves, 

Tuning her pleasures or her pains. 

My passion keeps her still in sight. 

My passion holds-en equal flight 
Through Love's or Nature's wide campaigns. 

If with bold attempt dte rings 
Of the biggest mortal tfcanp, 

Tott'ring thrones and nations slain | 

Or breaks the fleets of w ar rin g kings, 

While thunders roar 
From shore to shore. 

My soul sits fast upon her wings, 

And sweeps the crimson surge, or scours the lie- 
MN 'maA tat m «br Mm, [pkpWa: 

IM 4e bn*) |kbc, mi all tomb 4k Sta. 
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But when from the meridian star 
Long streaks of glory shine, 

And he av’n invites her from afar, 

She cakes the hint, she knows the sign. 

The Muse ascends the heav*nly car, 

And climbs the stecpy path and means the throne 
Then she leaves my flu tt’ ring mind £divinO« 

Clogg'd with clay, and unrefin'd. 

Lengths of distance far behind: 

Virtue lags with heavy wheel ; 

Faith has wings but cannot rise. 

Cannot rise,— -swift and high 
As the wing'd numbers fly. 

And Stint devotion panting iiea 
Half way th' ethereal hill. 

IV. 

O why is piety so weak. 

And yet the Muse so strong ? 

When shall iheae hafcfiil fetters break 
That have coofci'd me long ? 

Inward a glowing heat 1 feel, 

A spark of heav’oly day j 
But earthly vapors damp my mat. 

And heavy fleah drags me the downwar d ways 
Faint are thcoSbm of my will. 

And moral passion charms my soul astray. 

Shine thou tweet bout of dear relearn, 

Shorn, feom the sky. 

And call aw high 

To mingle with fee choist of glory aadof life 
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Devotion there begins the flight, 

Awakes the song, and guides the way ; 

There love and zeal divine and bright 
Trace out new regions in the world of light. 

And scarce the boldest Muse qft follow or obey, 
v. 

I'm in a dream, and Fancy reigns, 

She spreads her gay delusive scenes ; 

Or is tire vision true ? 

Behold Religion on her throne, 

In awful state descending down, 

And her dominions vast and bright within my 
spacious view. 

She smiles, and with a courteous hand 
She beckons me away ; 

I feel mine airy pow’rs loose from the cumbrous 
cky, 

And with a joyful haste obey 
Religion's high command. 

What lengths, and heights, and depths unknown! 
Bread fields with blooming glory sown. 

And seas, and skies and stars, fer own. 

In an unmeasured sphere ! 

What heav’os of joy, and light serene, 

Which nor the rolling sun has seen. 

Where nor the roving Muse has hern, 

That grea s e r traveller I 

wi. 

A long ferewel to all below, 

Farewcl to all dot scare can shots 



HAZARD OF LOVING, THE CREATURES. 14# 


To golden scenes, and flow*ry field*, 

To all the worlds that fancy builds, 

And all that poets know. 

Now the swift transports of the mind 
Leave the flutt’ring Muse behind, 

A thousand loose Pindaric plumes fly scatt’ring 
down the wind. 

Amongst the clouds I lose my breath. 

The rapture grows too strong ; 

The feeble pow’rs that Nature gave 
Faint and drop downward to the grave ; 

Receive their fall, thou treasurer of Death : 

1 will no more demand my tongue, 

Till the gross organ well refinM 

Can titer the boundless flights of an unfetter’d 

And raise an equal song. [mind, 

The faOovuf Poena of dot Book are pocmlltrif Eatfetos id to 
Divine Love. 

THS HAZARD OP LOVING THE CREATURES* 

Where’er my flatt’ring passions rove, 

I find a larking snare j 

•Ttt dangerous to let loose our love 

Beneath th r eternal pair. 

Soula whom the tic of friendship binds. 

And p art ners of ooi blood, 

Seise a large portion of unr nmis» 

And leave theism for ODD* 
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Nature has toft but pow’rful bands, 

And reason she controls ; 

While children, with their little hands, 
Hug cjosest to our souls. 

Thoughtless they act th* bid Serpent’s part ; 
What tempting things they be I 
LORD 1 how they twine about our heart, 
And draw it off from thee 1 

Our hasty wills rush blindly on 
Where rising passion rolls. 

And thus we make opp fetters strong 
To bind our slavish took. 

Dear SOVEREIGN I break these fetters of, 
And set our spirits free ; 

GOD in Hiinsclf » bliss enough. 

For we hate all io thee. 


OKS! a INC to love CHRIST* 

Come* let me lore ; or is thy mind 
Harden'd to stone, or (rose to ice? 

I aee the blessed fair one bend, 

And stoop s' embrace are from the shies I 

O! 'us a thought would melt a sock. 

And saaka a beam of iron move, 



DISH INC TO 10VS CHRIST. 

Thtt those sweet lips, that heav’nly look. 
Should trek and wish a mortal love I 

1 was a traitor doom'd to fire, 

Bound to sustain eternal pains ; 

He flew on wings of strong desire, 

Assum’d my guilt, and took my chains. 

Infinite grace I almighty chirms ! 
Stand in amaze ye whirling skies, — 

JESUS the GOD with raked arms, 

Hangs on a cross of love, and dies. 

Did pity ever stoop so lour 
Dress’d in divinity and blood? 

Was ever rebel courted to. 

In groans of an expiring GOD ? 

Again iie lives, and spreads His hands, 
Hands that wetc nail'd to tort'nng smalt j 
• By these dear wounds,* says he, and stands 
And prays to clasp me to His heart. 

Sate I must love > or are my ears 
Still dea^ nor will my p ksion move? 
Then let me meh this heart to team. 

Tbs heart shall yield to death or love. 



r 3 


T WE HEART GIVEN AWAY* 

PWBere are passions in my soul 
(Ai& passions sure there be) 

Now they are all at Thy control. 

My JESUS 1 all for thee. 

If love, tha^ pleasing pow’r, can rest 
In hearts so hard as mine. 

Come gentle SAVIOUR to my breast, 
for all my love is thine. 

Let the gay world, with treach v rous art 
Allure my eyes in Vain * 

1 have convey’d away my heart. 

Ne'er to return again. 

J feel my warmest passions dead 
To all that earth can boast ; 

Tbit soul of mine was never made 
for vanity and dust. 

Now I can fin my thoughts above 
Amidst their flan'ring t ju r ms . 

Till the dear LORD that hath my love 
Shall call me to His arms. 

So Gabriel, at his King’s command. 
From yon* ccbahl hall. 

Walks dovnuavd to our worthless land, 
lin soul points upward kill. 
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He glides along my tnortal thing! 
Without a thought of love,— 
FulfiU his task and spreads his wings 
To reach the realm above. 


MEDITATION IN A GROVE. 

Sweet Muse ! descend and bless the shade. 
And blest the evening grove ; 

Bus’neas, noise, and day, are fled, 

And ev'ry care but love. 

But hence ye wanton, young, and fur. 

Mine is a purer flame ; 

No Fbillis shall infect the air 
With her unhallow'd name. 

JESUS has all my pow’rs possest, 

My hopes, my fears, my joys* 

He, the dear Sov*aaiCM of my breast. 
Shall still command my voice. 

Some of the fairett choift above 
Shall Sock around my song. 

With Joy to bar the name they lore 
Sound hem a mortal tong ue . 

Hit chrnma shall malm my tu mhtei flow 
And hold the Wmg floods* 


WAITS. VOS. U 
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While silence sits on ev'ry bough, 

And bends the list'ning woods. 

£11 carve our passion on the bark, 

Vlftd ev'ry wounded tree 

Shall drop and bear some mystic mark, 

That JESUS dy’d for me. 

T he swains shall wonder when they read, 
Inscrib'd on all the grove. 

That Heav'n itself came down and bled 
To win a mortal's love* 


llir FMJtEST AND THE ONLY BFLOWB 


IIOKO a to tiotdiviner ray. 

That lint allur'd my eyes away 
from ev'ry mortal lair 1 
All the gay things that held my tight 
Seem but the twinkling sparks of night. 
And languishing in doohiful light 
Die at the morning-tor. 

it. 

Whatever speaks the GODHEAD great. 

And fit to be add'd. 

Whatever nukes thectea mit sweet 
And worthy of my pmnon, men 
Tlimmnous in my LORD. 
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A thousand graces ever rise 
And bloom upon His (ace ; 

A thousand arrows from His eyes 
Shoot thro’ my heart with dear surprise, 

And guard around the place. 

Ill 

All Naturc'i art shall never cure 
The heav’nly pains 1 found. 

And 'tis beyond all Beauty’s pow’r 
To make another wound : 

Earth lv bcauues grow and fade, 

Nature heals the wounds she made. 

But charms so much divine 
Hold a long empire of the heart; 

XVhat hcav’n has join’d shall never part. 

And JESUS must be mine. 

IVp 

In vain the envious shades of night. 

Or flait’rses of the day 
Would veil His image Cram my sight 
Or tempt my soul away s 
JESUS is all my waking theme. 

His lovely fare mens ev*ry sheens 
And knows not to dep ar t s 


Thro* all my veins. 
And, Coming mend d 
Soil finds Him at my 


9 
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V. 

Dwell there, for ever dwell, my Love I 
Here I confine my sense, 

Nor dare my wildest wishes rove 
Nor stir a thought fiom thence. ' 

Amidst thy glories and thy grace 
Let all my remnant -minutes pass ; 

Grant, thou everlasting pair. 
Grant my soul a mansion there : 

My soul aspires to see thy face 
Tho’ life should for the vision pay ; 

So riven run to meet the tea, 

And tot their nature in th 1 embrace. 

VI. 

THOU art my ocean, thou my GOD, 
In thee the passions of the mind, 

With joys and freedom unconfin’d. 

Exult and spread tbeir pow*n abroad. 

Not all the glittering things on high 
Can make my hesv*n if thou remove j 
I shall he liv’d and long to die | 

Life is a pain without thy love: 

Who could ever bear to be 

Curt 4 with immortality 

Amongst the son but fkr from THEE ? 
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MUTUAL LOVE STRONGER THAW DEATH. 
I* 

Not the rich world of Minds shove, 

Can pay the mighty debt of love 
1 owe to CHRIST my GOD : 

With pangs which none hot He could feel 
He brought my guilty soul from bell : 

Not the first seraph's tongue can tell 
The value of His blood. 

U. 

Kindly He seiz'd me in His arms 
From the false world's pernicious charms* 

With force divinely sweet. 

Had I ten thousand lives my own, 

Ac His demand. 

With cheerful hand, 

l v d pay thl vital treasure down 

In hourly tributes at His fee t. 

in. 

But, SAVIOUR, let me tmte thy pace 
With cv'iy fleeting breath. 

And thro* that heuv*a of pleasure pern 
To the cold anas of Death » 

Then 1 coaid lose mcccmtve tools 
Fototkomi^} 

So bilWafler billow rolls 
To him the shorn md die. 

S 
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Thr substance of the fellowinv copy, and man; of the lines, were 
lent me br an esteemed friend! Mr. W. Noketj, with a desire 
that I would form them into a Pindaric ode i but I retained 
his measures, lest 1 should too much alter his sense. 

A SIGHT Of CH<TST. 

Angri.s of light ! your GOD and KING sur- 
With noble sqngs 5 in His exalted flesh [round 
H e claims your worship, while Hit saints on earth 
Bless their REDEEMER GOD with humble 
tongues. 

Angels with lofty honors crown His head ; 

We bowing at His feet by faith may feel 
His distant influence and confess His love. 

Once 1 beheld His face when beams divine 
Broke from His eyelids, and unusual light 
Wrapt me at anot in glory and aurprise : 

My joyful heart high leaping in my breast 
With transport cry'd, * This is the CHRIST of 
GOD! 9 

Then threw my arms around in sweet embrace, 
And clasp’d aid bow'd, adoring low, till I wa* 
lost in Him. 

While hi appears no other charms can hold 
Or draw my ital, aafcam’d of former things. 
Which no vcmembranes now doom or name, 
1W with conte m pt heat in oblivion hid. 

Bat the Wight shine and psamnet poop with- 
drew j 

a«fW Him whom I lov'd, Wftfcmtf Him nor* 


I 
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I felt HU absence, and with monger cries 
Proclaim’d, < Where JESUS is tot, all i* vein-’ 
Whether I hold him with a full delight, 

Or seek him panting with extreme desire, 

'Tis h a alone can please my wond' ring soul ; 

To hold, or seek him U my only choice. 

If H E refrain, on me to cast HU eye 
Down from His palace, or my longing soul 
With upward look can spy ray dearest LORD 
Thrtf His blue pavement. I'll behold him still 
With sweet reflection on the peaceful cross. 

All in His blood and anguish groaning deep. 
Gasping and dying there . ■ — - — 

This tight 1 ne'er can lose ; by it 1 live : 

A quick'ning virtue, from HU death inspir'd. 

Is life and bceatb to me, HU flesh my food. 

His vital blood 1 drink, and hence my strength, 

1 lxye, I'm strong, and now eternal life 
Heats quick within my breast} my vig'rous mind 
Spurns the dell earth, and on her fiery wings 
Reaches the mown of p ur poses divine, 

Counsels of pea* betwixt tb' ALM1GHT" 
THREE, 

Concav'd * o nee, and rifa'd without debase, 
la point onion of tP stisval mi mo. 

With vast am 1 am tHorfathom'd thorns, 
Infinite sch emes and infintas dmigat 
Of GOD’S own heart, in which no ever rests. 
Eternity lie* open so my view ; 

Hem the bc^namg «nd the end of all 
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I canSweoYcr j CHRIST the end of all, 

And CHRIST the great beginnings he my 

HEAD, 

My cod, my glory, and my in all. 

0 1 that the day, the joyful day, were come 
When the first Adam from his ancient dust, 
Crown’d with new honors, shall revive, and see 
JESUS his SON and LORD, awhile shouting 
saints 

Surround their KING, and GOD’s eternal SON 
Shines in the midst, but with superior beams. 

And like h imse lp ; then the mysterious WORD 
Long hid behind the tetter shall appear 
All spirit and life, and in the fullest light 
Stand forth to public view, and there disclose 
Hu FATHER’S sacred works, and wondrous 
waysi 

Then wisdom, righteousness, and grace divine, 
Thto* all the i n fin i t e tranmeriont past. 

Inwrought and shining, shall with double blase 
Strike our astonty’d eyas, and ever reign 
Admir'd and glorious m triumphant light. 

Death nod the Tempter, and the Man of Sin, 
Now, at the har muign’ d, m judgment cast, 

Shall vex the am no mare, bat perfect love 
And l oudest pr a m per fect joy crease, 

White cvcv*etfdiag yews maauia the hfimfiri 
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LOVE ON A CROSS AND A THRONE. 

N O’.v let my faith grow strong, and rise, 
And view my LORD in all hxs love, 

Look back to hear h i s dying cries. 

Then mount and see His throne above. 

See where h f. languish'd on the cross | 
Beneath my sins he groan'd and dy'd; 

See where 11 e sits to plead my cause, 

By His almighty FATHER’S side. 

If I behold His bleeding heart. 

There love in floods of sorrow reigns. 

He triumphs o'er the killing smart. 

And buys my pleasures with His paintf 

Or if 1 climb th' eternal hills 
Where the dear Conqu'ror siu enthron'd. 
Still in His heart compassion dwells. 

Near the memorials of His wound. 

How shall a pardon'd rebel show 
How much I love my dying GOD? 

LORD I here I banish ev*ry foe ; 

I hate the sins that coat THY Mbod. 

I hold no mote romuiirt mb kU, 

My deafest lusts shall all depart. 

But let think image ever dwell, 
temp'd as a seal upon my heart. 



158 ] 


A PREPARATORY THOUGHT IOR THE 
lord's SUPPER. 

In imitation of 1m. tail. 1, 2, 3. 

at heav'nly Min, or lovely %OD, 

Comes marching downward from the skies. 
Array'd in garments roll'd in blood, 

With joy and pity in His eyes ? 

The LORD! the SAVIOUR ! yes, 'tis he ; 

I know him by the smiles h e weais ; 

Dear glorious man that dy'd for me. 

Drench'd deep in agonies and tears I 

Lo 1 he reveals His shining breast ; 

I own those wounds, and I adore ; 

Lo! he prepares a royal feast. 

Sweet fruit of the sharp pangs he bore ! 

Whence flow these favors so divine ? 

LORD! why so lavish of thy blood P 
Why for such earthly souls as mine 
This heiv'nly flesh, this sacred food ? 

Twas His own love that made him bleed. 

That nail'd him to the cursed tree ; 

*Twas Hi* own love this table spread 
For nth unwort h y wor ms as we. 

Then let os taste (be Saviour's love. 

Gome find* and feed upon the LORD* 

With glad dement our lips skafl move. 

And sweet hotanm crowo the board. 
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CONVERSE WITH CHRIST. 


X. 

I'm tir'd with visits, modes ind forms, 

And flatt'ries paid to fellow-worms ; 

Their conversation cloys, 

Their vain amors and empty stuff, 

But I can ne’er enjoy enough 
Of thy best company, my LORD, thou life 
of all my joys. 

II. 

When he begins to tell His love 
Thro' ev'ry vein my passions move, 

The captives of His tongue : 

In midnight shades, on frosty ground, 

I could attend she pleating sound. 

Nor should I feel December cold nor think the 
darkness long. 

lit. 

There, while I hear my SAVIOUR-GOD 
Count o’er the sins (a heavy load I) 

HE bore upon the tree, 
lowaid I blush with acted shame, 

And weep, and love, and bless the name 
That knew not guilt, nor grief Hit own, hut bare 
it all for or. 

sv. 

Neat <ks describes the thorns hi wore. 

And talks Hk bloody passion o’er. 
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Till I am drown’d in tears, 

Vet with the sympathetic smart 
There's a strange joy beats round my heart ; 

The curs'd tree has blessings Ln’t, my sweetest 
balm it bears. 

v* 

I hear the glorious Suff're* tell 
How on His cross he vanguish'd hell 
And all the pow'rs beneath : 

Transported and inspir'd, my tongue 
Attempts His triumphs in a song, 

4 How has the serpent lost his sting, and where's 
thy vict'ry death ?' 

vi. 

But when he shows His hands and heart, 

With those dear prints of dying smart 
He sets my soul on fire j 
Hot the beloved John could rest 
With more delight upon that breast. 

Nor Thomas pry into those wounds with mote 
intense desire. 

VII* 

Kindly he opes to me his ear, 

And bids toe poor toy sorrow there, 

And tell him all toy pains: 

Thus while 1 case toy burden’d hart, 

Incv'ry woe he hem a pvt. 



GRACE SHINING, AND NATURE FAINTING. 161 ' 
VIII. 

Fly from my thoughts all human things. 

And sporting swains and fighting kings, 

And talcs of wanton love 
My soul disdains that little snare, 

The ringlets of Amira*s hair:*** 

Thine arms my GOD are' sweeter hands, nor 
can my heart remove. 


CRACK SHINING, AND NATURE FAINTING. 
Sol. Song, i. 3. and ii. 5. and vi. 5. 

I. 

Tell me fairest of thy kind. 

Tell me shepherd all divine, 

Where this fainting head, reclin'd, 

May he reliev'd from cares like mine. 

Shepherd, lead me to thy grove 5— 

If burning noon infect the sky 
The sick'ning sheep to covert fly, 

1 he sheep not half to faint as 1, 

Thus overcame with love. 

ii. 

Say, thou dear SOVEREIGN of my Wmt, 
Where dost Then lad Thy flock to smi? 

Why should 1 appear like one 
Wild and wanfriqg all aleoc 
Unbcievedandw&evn? 
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O my great REDEEMER say, 

Shall I turn my feet astray ? 

Will JESUS bear to see me rove, 

To see me seek another love ? 

in. 

Ne'er had I known His dearest name. 

Ne'er had I felt this inward flame, 

Had not His heart-strings first began the tender 
Nor can 1 bear the thought that he [sound : 
Should Leave the sky. 

Should bleed and die, 

Should love a wretch so vile as me. 

Without returns of passion for His dying wound. 
IV. 

His eyes are gloiy min'd with grace ; 

In His delighifol awful face 
Sits majesty and gentle new. 

So sender is my bleeding heart 
That with a frown h e kills ; 

His absence is perpetual smart; 

Nor is my soul refin'd enough 
To bear the beaming of His love 
And foci His wanner smites. 

Where shall I rest this drooping head ? 

X love, 1 love the sun, and yet 1 want the shade. 
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None, knows the pleasure and the pain, 

That all my inward pow'rs sustain, 

But, such as feel a SAVIOUR'S love, and love 
the GOD again. 

VI. 

Oh ! why should Beauty heav’nly bright, 

Stoop to charm a mortal's sight. 

And torture with the sweet excess of light ? 

Our hearts alas ! how frail their make ! 

With their own weight of joy they break ; 

Oh ! why is Love so strong, and Nature's self so 
weak? 

vrr. 

Turn, turn away thine eyes. 

Ascend the azure bills, and shine 
Amongst the happy teanms of the skies. 

They can sustain a vision so divine. 

O turn thy lovely glories from me. 

The joys are too intense dm glories o v e r come me. 

VIII. 

Dear LORD f forgive my rash complaint 
And love me soil 
Against my (r ew ar d will ; 

Unveil thy b ea mi es tho* I feint ? 

Send the great bcrild from the sky. 

And « the trumpet's awfel rear 
This feeble me of things shell fly, 

And pern and flfemsc mis no more; 

O % 
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Then shall 1 gate with strengthen’d sight 
On glories infinitely bright ; 

My heart shall all be love, my JESUS all delight. 


LOVE TO CHRIST PRESENT OR ABSENT, 

Or all the joys we mortals know, 

JESUS I thy love exceeds the rest; 

Love, the best blessing here below 
And nearest insage of the blest. 

Sweet ate my thoughts and soft my cares 
When the celestial flame 1 feci ; 

In all my hopes and all my fears. 

There's something kind and pleasing still. 

While 1 am held in His embrace 
There's not a thought attempts to rove : 

Each smile me wears upon His face 
Fixes and charms and fires my love. 

Ha speaks, and mxm immortal joys 
Run thro* my cars and reach my heart ; 

My soul all melts at that dear voice, 

Aod pleasure shoots thro* ev'ry part. 

If me withdraw a moment 9 * space 
Ha leaves a sacred pledge behind: 

Here in this bum His image warn, 

1 he grief and comfort of my mind. 



TUB ABSENCE OF CHRIST. 

While of Hts absence I complain, 

Ami long and weep as lovers do, 

There's a strange pleasure in the pain, 
And tears have their own sweetness too. 

When round His courts by day I rove. 
Or ask the watchmen of the night 
For some kind tidings of my Love, 

His very name creates delight. 

JESUS, my GOD I yet rather come j 
Mine eyes would dwell upon thy face; 
*Tis best to see my LORD at home, 
And feel the presence of His grace. 


THE ABSENCE OF CHRIST. 

Come, lead me to some lofty shade 
Where turtles moan their loves ; 

Tall shadows were for lovers aaade. 

And grief becomes the grove s . 

Tit no mean beauty of the ground 
That has enslav'd mine eyes ; 

I foiot beneath a nobler wound. 

Nor lave below the skies. 

JESUS dm spring of all that's bright. 
The EVERLASTING FAIR, 

o 3 
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Hcav'n's ornament and Heav’n's delight, 
Is my eternal care. 

But ah 1 how far above this grove 
Does the bright charmer dwell ? ft . 
Absence, thou keenest wound to love, 
That sharpest pain 1 feel. 

Pensive I climb the sacred hills 
And near him vent my woes. 

Yet His sweet face h e still conceals 
Yet still my passion grow*. 

I murmur to rise hollow vale, 

I tell the rock* my flame. 

And bless the Echo in her cell 
That best repeat? Hu name. 

My passion breathe* perpetual sigh , 
Till pitying winds shall hear, 

And gently bear them dp the skies 
And genii) wound His car. 


ur&iatNG HIS dkscekt io 

Jesus i love : come, dearest name. 
Come and possess this heart of nine j 
I love, tho* *ti* a fstnaer fame 
And inhossrly less than tic t s a. 
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O ! if my LORD would leave the ikies 
Dress’d in the rays of mildest grace, 

My soul should hasten to my eyes 
To meet the pleasures of His face. 

How would I feast on all His eharms. 

Then round His lovely feet entwine I 
Worship and love in all their forms 
Should honor Beauty so divine. 

In vain the tempter's flatt’ring tongue. 

The world in vain, should bid me move, 

In vain, for I should gaze so long 
Till I were all transform'd to love. 

Then (mighty GOD !) I'd sing and say 
• What empty names arc crowns and kings ! 
4 Amongst 'em give these worlds away, 

4 These little despicable things.' 

I would not ask to climb the sky, 

Nor envy angers their abode ; 
f have a heas'n a< bright and high 
lu the blcts'd vision of my GOD. 


AfCEffftlJIC 10 HIM ttt HEAVEN. 

T,, fmt without »tlor. 

JESUS! to hoar tjiv name, 
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My spirit leapt with inward joy, 

I feel the sacred flame. 

My passions bold a pleasing reign 
While Love inspires my breast, 

Love, the divinest of the train, 

The sov'rkign of the rest. 

This is the grace must live and sing 
When faith and fear shall cease, — 

Must sound, from cv’ry joyful string, 
Thro’ the sweet groves of bliss. 

Let life immortal seise my clay. 

Yet love refine my blood, 

Her flames can bear my soul away. 

Can bring me near my GOD. 

Swift 1 ascend the heav'nfy place 
And hasten to my home, 

I leap to meet thy kind embrace; 

1 come, O LORD, I come. 

Sink down ye separating hills. 

Let guilt and death remove, 

Tit Love that drives my charioMrheels, 
And Death mum yield to love. 
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THE FRESBNCB OF GOD WORTH DYING FOR, 
OR, 

THE DEATH OF MOSES. 

IORD! *ti& an infinite delight 
To see thy lovely face. 

To dwell whole ages in thy sight, 

And fed thy vital rays. 

This Gabriel knows, and sings thy name 
With rapture on his tongue j 
Moses the saint enjoys the same. 

And Heav’n repeats the song. 

While the bright nation sounds thy praise 
From each eternal hill 
Sweet odors of exhaling grace 
The happy region fill. 

Thy love, a sea without a shore. 

Spreads life and joy abroad ; 

O 'tis a henv’n worth dying for 
To sec a smiling GOD 1 

Shew me thy fore, and TO away 
From all inferior things ; 

Speak LORD, and hoe 1 fm* my day 
And strcch my airy wings. 

Sweet was the journey to the iky 
The woudroos Prophet trv'd 
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■ Climb up the mount,’ lays GOD, * and die f 
The Prophet climb'd and dy’d. 

Softly, his fainting head he lay, 

Upon his MAKER'S breast, 

His MAKER kiss’d his soul away, 

And laid his flesh to res u 

In GOD's own arms, he left the breath, 

That GOD's own Spirit gave : 

His was the noblest road to death 
And bis the sweetest grave. 


LONGING tOR CHRIST'S RETURN • 

O *twas a mournful parting day 1 

* Farewell my spotuc I* He aid i 
(How tedious LORD is thy delay ! 

How long my love hath amid!) 

• Farewell 1* at ooct MR left the ground 
And climb'd HU FATHER'S iky ; 

LORD 1 I would tempt thy chariot down. 
Or leap to this on high. 

Round the creation wild I rave 
And search the globe UnU) 

Thete's nothing here thtt*a worth » lost 
Till tmou return 



HOPE IN DARKNESS, 1694. 171 


My passions fly to seek their KING 
And send their groans abroad, 

They beat the air with heavy wing 
And mourn an absent GOD. 

With inward pain my heart-strings sound, 

My soul dissolves away : 

Dear SOVEREIGN ! whirl the seasons round 
And bring the promis’d day. 


HOPE IN DARKNESS, 1694. 


Y it . gracious GOD1 

Yet will I seek thy smiling face ; 

What tho 1 a short eclipse His beauties shroud. 
And bar the influence of His rays, 

Tis but a morning vapor, or a summer cloud : 
He b my Sun tho' he refuse to shine; 

Tho* for a moment h b depart 
I dwell for ever on His heart, 

Forever hr on mine. 

Early before the light true 

Til spring a thought away to GOD ; 

The passion of way heart and eyes 
Shall shout t thoamod g ro w n aqd sighs* 

A thousand damn mat the skies, 

The floor of Hb abode. 
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II. 

Dear SOVREIGN ! bear thy servant pray, 
Bend tbe blue heav’ns, ETERNAL KING ! 
Downward thy cheerful graces brigg, 

Or shall 1 breathe in vain and pant my hours 
away ? 

Break, glorious brightness ! thro* the gloomy veil. 

Look how the armies of despair 

Aloft their sooty banners rear 

Round my poor captive soul, and dare 

Pronounce me prisoner of hell s 

But thou my sun, and thou my shield 

Wilt save me in the bloody field ; 

Break, glorious brightness ! shoot one glimm’ring 
One glance of r it i n e creates a day, [ray, 

And drives the troops of hell away. 

us. 

Happy tbe timet, but ah I the times arc gone. 
When wond’rous pow*r, and radiant grace 
Round the tall arches of the temple shone. 

And mingled their victorious itys : 

Sin with all its ghastly train 
Fled to the deeps of a gain, 

And sailing triumph sat on cv'ry fiat: 

Our spirits raptur'd with the sight 
W wJl fcroii, iU dcfet i, 

praise. 


the REDEEMER*# 



HOPE Ift DARKNESS, 1694 . 
Here eould I sty, 

(And point the place whereon I stood) 
Here I enjoy'd a visit half the day 
From my descending GO & j 
I was regal'd with beav’nly fare, 

With fruit and manna from above ; 
Divinely sweet the blessings were 
While my EMANUEL was there. 

And o*er my head 

The CONQU'ROR spread 

The banner of his love. 


IV. 

Then, why my heart, sunk down so low ?— 
Why do my cjtes dissolve and flow, 

And hopeless nature mourn ? 

Review my soul 1 those pleasing days, 

Read His unalterable grace 
Through the displeasure of Hit free, 

And wait a kind return. 

A father's love may ratio a-firown 
1 o chide the child or prove the ton. 

But love will ne'er destroy : 

1 be hour of darkness is hut short ; 

Faith he thy life and patience thy support; 
The morning brings die joy. 
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come, LORD JESUS. 

W h e n shall thy lovely face be seen. 
When shall our eyes behold our 96D ? 
What lengths of distance lie between. 

And hills of guilt ? a heavy load 1 

Our months are ages of delay. 

And slowly every minute wears : 

Fly winged Time, and roll away 
7 hese tedious rounds of sluggish years. 

Ye heav*nly gates I loose all your chains. 

Let the eternal pillars bow j 

Blest SAVIOUR I cleave the starry plains. 

And make the crystal mountains flow. 

Hark, how thy saints unite their ciies. 

And pray and wait the general doom I 
Come thou 1 the aoul of all our joys. 
Thou, the desire of nations come* 

Put thy bright robes of triumph on. 

And bless our eyes and blest our cart. 

Thou absent love, thou dear unkkows, 
Thou rAiatsT of ten thousand bin. 

Our heartstrings groan with deep complaint. 
Our flesh lies panting, LORD, hr thee. 
And ev’ry limb and ev*ry joint 
Snatches far immortality. 
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Our spirit! shake their eager wings, 

And burn to meet thy flying throne ; 

We rise away from mortal things 
T’ attend thy shining chariot down. 

Now, let our cheerlful eyes survey 
The blazing earth and melting hills. 

And smile to see the lightnings play 
And flash along before thy wheels. 

O ! fora shout of violent joys 
To join the trumpet's thund'ring sound ! 
The angel-herald shakes the skies. 

Awakes the graves and tears the ground. 

Ye slumb'ring saints, a heav'nly host 
Stands waiting at your gaping tombs j 
Let ey'ry sacred sleeping dust 
Leap into life, for JESUS c ome s . 

JESUS ’ the GOD of might and love, 
Ncw-moulds our limbs of cumb'rous clay % 
Quick as seraphic flames we move. 

Active and young, and fair as they* 

Our airy feet with unknown flight. 

Swift as the morions of derive, 

Run up thg hilts of heav'nly light. 

And leave the wetfriag world m fin. 


J * 
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BEWAILING MY OWN INCONSTANCY 

I love the LORD ; but ah ! how % 

My thoughts from the dear object all- 1 
This wanton heart how wide it roves I 
And fancy, meets a thousand loves. 

If my soul bum to see my GOD 
I tread the courts of His abode. 

But troops of rivals throng the place. 

And tempt me oft* before His her. 

Would I enjoy my LORD alone, 

1 bid my passions all be gone. 

All but my lev * ; and charge my will 
To bar the door and guard it still. 

But cares, or trifles, make, or find. 

Still new avenues to the mind. 

Till I with grief and wonder see. 

Huge crowds betwixt the LORD and me. 

OR I am told, the Muse will prove 
A friend to piety end love ; 

Strait I begin some tacied song. 

And take my SAVIOUR on my to n gu e. 

Strangely I lam HU Mealy fare. 

To hold the empty sounds sa chase; 

At best the dams divide my heart. 

And the Mum shares the larger pan. 
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False confidant ! — and falser breast ! — 

Fickle and fond of ev’ry guest; 

Each air)* image as it flies 

Here finds admittance through my eyes. 

This foolish heart can leave her GOD, 

And shadows tempt her thoughts abroad ; 
Mow shall 1 fix this wand 1 ring mind ? 

Or throw my fetters on the wind? 

Look gently down, ALMIGHTY GRACE, 
Prison me round in thins embrace ; 

Pity the soul that would be thine, 

And let thy pow’r my love confine. 

Sav when shall that bright moment be 
That 1 shall live alone for tusk, 

My heart no foreign lords adore, 

And the wild Muse prove false no more ? 


PORI ARE N, YET HOPING. 

Happy the hours, the golden days* 
When l could call my JESUS mine. 
And ait end view His smiling fate* 

And melt in pleasures all divine. 

New in my hems, within my arms, 
lit lay, till sin dett’d my breast, 
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Till broken vowi and earthly charms 
Tir’d and provok'd my heav'nly guest. 

And now he's gone, (O mighty woe!) 

Gone from my soul, and hides His %ve ! 

Curse on you, sins, that griev'd him so. 

Ye sins, that forc'd him to remove. 

Break, break my heart, complain my tongue, 
Hither my friends your sorrows bring, 

Angels, assist my doleful song. 

If you have e'er a mourning string. 

But ah 1 your joys are evri high. 

Ever if i s lovely face you see, 

While my poor spirits pant and die. 

And groan for Thee, my GOD, for Thee. 

Yet, let my hope, look through my tears. 

And spy afar. His rolling throne. 

Hi* chariot, through the cleaving spheres. 

Shall bring the brigjbt shoved down. 

Swift as a roe flies o'er the hills. 

My soul spsings out to meet h vm high. 

Then the fur CONQUEROR toms His wheels 
And climbs the m a n si on of the aky. 

There, smiling joy for ever reigns; 

No more the sink him the dove; 

Farewrl to jcalomi« and poms. 

And all the ills of absent love. 
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THE CONCLUSION. GOD EXALTE® ABOVE 
ALL MlAISE. 

Eternal powr i who* high .bod. 

Becomes the grandeur of a GOD ; 

Infinite length beyond the bounds, 

Where sun revolve their little rounds. 

The lowest step beneath thy seat, 

Rises too high, for Gabriel's feet, — 

In vain the tall Archangel tries 

To reach thine height with wond'nng eyes. 

Thy dazzling beauties whilst he sings. 

He hides his face behind his wings. 

And ranks of shining thrones around 
Fall worshipping, and spread the ground. 

LORD 1 what shall earth and ashes do ? 

Wt would adore our Maker too ; 

From m and dust to thee wt cry, 

. The GREAT, the HOLY, and the HIGH!* 

Earth bom a far, has heard thy fame. 

And worms have leasnM to lisp thy name, 
BntOI the glories of thy mind. 

Leave all out soaring thoughts behind. 
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GOD is in heav*n and men below ; 

Be short our tunes— our words be few j— 

A sacred rev’renre checks our songs* 

Add praise sits silent on our toqgpes. 

Tim suet lausi O DEUS. Psal.lxv. 1. 


END OF VOL. i. 
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SACKED TO VIRTUE, HONOR, AND FRIEND- 
SHIP. 


TO HER MAJESTY. 

Q u I e N of the northern world, whose gentle sway 
Commands our love, and charms our hearts t* obey. 
Forgive the nation*! groan when w i lliam dy*d. 
Lo, at thy feet, in all the loyal pride 
Of blooming joy, three happy realms appear. 

And william's urn almost without a tear 
Stands ; nor complains ; while from thy gracious 
tongue 

Peace flows in silver streams amidst the throng* 

A mating halm, that on those lips was found 
To sooth the torment of that mortal wound. 

And calm the wild alFhght I the tenor dies, > 
The bleeding wound cements, the dagger flies, V 
And Albion shouts thine honors at her joys arise.) 

The German Eagle feels her guardian dad * 
Not her own thunder can secure her bead ; 

Her trembling Eaglets hasten bon afar. 

And Belg»a*a lion dreads the Gallic war ; 

All bide behind thy shield. Remoter lands. 
Whose lives lay united in NauauVian hands, 
WATTS. VOL. 21. A 
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Transfer their souls, and live secure ; they play 
In thy mild rays and love the growing day. 

Thy beamy wing at once defends and warms 
Fainting Religion, whilst in various^brms 
Fair Piety shines through the British, isles : 

Here, 'at thy side, and in thy kindest smiles 
Blazing in ornamental gold she stands, 1 

To bless thy councils, and assist thy hands, > 
And crowds wait round her to receive commands : j 
There, at a humble distance from the throne +. 
Beauteous she lies, her lustre all her own, 
Ungpmish'd j yet not blushing nor afraid. 

Nor knows suspicion, nor affects the shade : 
Cheerful and pleas'd, she not presumes to share 
In thy parental gifts but owns thy guardian care. 
For thee, dear Sov'icign i endless woes arise. 

And Zeal with earthly wing salutes the skies 
To gain thy safety : here a solemn form* 

Of ancient worth keeps the devotion warm. 

And guides but bounds our wishes t there the mind t 
Feels its own fire, and kindles anconfin'd 
With hol der hopes j yet still beyond our vows 
Thy lovely glories rise, thy spreading terror grows* 
Prin cess I the world already owns thy mm e : 
Go mount the chariot of immortal Fame, 

Nor dte to he reoown'd: Fame's lou d est breath 
Too dev is purchas'd by an egeTs death* 



TO HER MAJESTY. 


The vengeance of thy rod with gen'ral joy 
Shall scourge rebellion and the rival boy;* 

Thy sounding arms his Gallic patron heart. 

And speeds his flight, not overtakes his fears 
Till hard despair wring from the tyrant’s soul 
The iron tears out. Let thy frown control 
Our angry jars at home, till Wrath submit 
Her impious banners to thy sacred feet ; 

Mad Zeal and Phrcnzy with their murd’rous train ) 
Fly these sweet realms in thine auspicious reign, > 
Envy expire in rage, and Treason bite the chain. ) 

Let no black scene afright fair Albion's stage ; 
Thy thread of life prolong our Golden Age ; 
Long bless the earth, and late ascend thy throne 
Ethereal ; (not thy deeds are there unknown. 

Nor there unsung, for by thy awful hands "| 
Heav*n rules the waves, and thunders o'er the ( 


Cremes inferior kings t and gives them their 


Legions atten d thee at the radiant gates; 

For thee thy taster-seraph, bias'd Maria waits* 

But oh f the penigg smoke I somcheav'ntypow'r 
Cheer iby sad Briconsin the gloomy hour; 

Some new propi a i e m stm appear on high. 

The hint glory of the western sky. 


waste mm impost si Sammy. 

At 


Ssso,Kiag«r«yiia, 
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And Anna be its name ; with gentle sway 
To check the planets of malignant ray, 

Sooth the rude north wind, and the rugged Bear, 
Calm rising wars, heal the contagidftff air, 

And reign with peaceful influence to the northern 
sphere ! * 


PALINODIA. 

Britons 1 forgive the forward Muse 
That dat’d prophetic teals to loose, 
(Unskill'd in Fate’s eternal book) 

And the deep characters mistook. 

Gborgs is the name, that glorious star s 
Ye saw his splendors beaming far. 

Saw in the east your joys arise, 

When Anna sunk in western skies, — 


n the year 1 70S, in that ho* 


• Nate. This pom was written n 

row bi c pm of the reign of out IstcC . 

the Frew h power et Blenheim, seamed the right t 

the present Emperor to the Crown of Spain, eterted her seal 
' r the Protestant s u c c ess io n, sod promised inviolably to i 


she hsd broke 
of Charles 


the 


to the P i o Msmnt l»lroertcr». Thus the sp. 


prosed the chief su pport of the Rcfomitwn, sod the pmuoros 
of <he Ubsrtles of Europe. 

The latter part of her mp was of t hhre n color, asd wan 
by no means attended with the acromplahmeoi of thorn gtan- 
on* hopes which we had co ntr ived. Mow the Must cannot 
satisfy herself m nnbhshthw new ed»t>aa withnnt wknowkdg- 
tst the mhsohe other farmer pmsfes, sad whfkr she does the 
werM this fast>ce aha dec* hriseif the honor at a vateetaiy re. 

i, mi 



TO JOHN LOCKE, ESQ. 


9 


Streaking the heav’ns with crimson gloom, ) 
Emblems of tyranny and Rome, > 

Portending blood arid night to come. ) 

'Twas George diffus’d a vital ray 
And gave the dying nations day: 

His influence sootbs the Russian bear,-* 

Calms rising wars and heals the air ; 

Join'd with the sun his beams are hurl'd 
To scatter blessings round the world. 

Fulfil whatc'er the Muse has spoke, 

And crown the work that Anne forsook. 

August 1, 1721. 

TO JOHN LOCKE, ESQ. RETIRED PROM 
BUSINESS. 

u 

Anges are made of heav’nly things. 

And light and love our souls compose. 

Their bliss within their bosom springs ; 

Within their bosom Bows, 
fiat narrow minds still make prete n ce 
To search the coasts of flesh and sense 
And fetch diviner pleamrea thence. 

Men are akin t* ethereal forms. 

Bat they belie their nobler birth. 

Debase their honor down to earth. 

And dmm ft than wibvmw** 
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He that has treasures of bis own, 
May leave the cottage or the throne. 
May quit the globe, and dwell alone 
Within his spacious mind. 

Locke hath a soul wide as the sea, 
Calm as the night, bright as the day, 
There may his vast ideas play, 

Nor feel a thought confin’d. 


TO JOHN SIIUTF, ESQ. (AFTERWARDS LORO 
Barrington) on mr. locke's danger- 
ous SICKNESS, SOME TIME AFTER IIP. 
HAD RETIRED TO STUDY THE SCRIP- 
TURES. 

June 1704, 

i. 

And must the man of wond'rous mind, 

(Now his rich thoughts are just refin’d) 

Forsake our longing eyes ? 

Reason at length submits to wear 
The wings of Faith, and lo, they rear 
Her chariot high, and nobly bear 
Her Prophet to - the skies ! 

if. 

Go, friend, and wmt the Prophet’s flight, 

Watch if his mantle chance to light, 

And seise it for tbyownj 



TO MR. WILLIAM NOKES. 
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Shute is the darling of his years, 

Young Shute his better likeness hears ; 

All but hft wrinkles and his hairs 
Are copy*d in his son. 

in. 

Thus when our follies or our faults, 

Call for the pity of thy thoughts, 

Thy pen shall make us wise ; 

The sallies of whose youthful wit 
Could pierce the British songs with light, 
Place our true mt’icst* in our sight, 
And open half our eyes. 


TO MR. WILLIAM NOKES. FRIENDSHIP, 

1702 . 

Fr 1 1 N'DSHir, thou charmer of the mind, 

Thou sweet deluding ill ! 

The brightest minute mortals find. 

And sharpest hour we fed. 

Fate has divided all our shares 
Of pleasure and of pain ; 

In love, the comforts and the caret 
Arc mix'd and join'd again. 

But whilst in floods our sorr o w rolls. 

And drops of joy we few. 

The lasera* of fagfaad, written by I. E tty 
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This dear delight of miogling souls 
Serves but to swell our woe. 

Oh ! why should bliss depart in hastft 
And friendship stay to moan ? 

Why the fond passion cling so fast 
When cv’ry joy is gone ? 

Yet never let our hearts divide 
Nor death dissolve the chain ; 

For Love and Joy were once ally’d. 
And must be join'd again. 


TO NATHANAEL GOULD,E*Q. AFTERWARDS 
SIR NATHANAEL GOULD, 1704. 


Pi s not by splendor, or by stale, 

Exalted men, or lofty gait. 

My Muse takes measure of a king : 

If wealth, or height, or bulk, will do, 

She calls each mountain of Peru 
A move majestic thing. 

Frown on me, friend, if e'er I boast 
O’er fellow-minds enslav'dia gUy, 

Or swell when I shall havKigroSr 
A larger heap of during dmt. 

And worn a bigger load of earth than they. 
Lot the fab mM mm me kmd. 



TO N\Tll\K\LI GOULD, l SQ. 13 

Mv thoughts look inward, and forget 
I he sounding ivmt s of high and great, 

1 he flatt’rics of the crowd. 

ii. 

When Gould command* his ships to run 
And search the traffic of the sea. 

His feet o’ertakes the falling day, 

And bears the western mines away, 

Or richer spices from the rising sun : 

While the glad tenants of the shore, 

Shout and pronounce him senator, * 

Yet still the man’s the same j 
For well the happy merchant knows, 

Ihe soul with treasure never -grows 
Nor swells with airy fame. 

in. 

But trust me, Gould, 'us lawful pride 
T o rise above the mean control 
Of flesh and sense, to which we're ty’d } 

This is ambition that becomes a soul. 

Wc steer our course up through the skies, 
Farrwel this barren land ; 

We ken the hcav'nly shore with longing eyes, 

1 here, the dear wealth of spirits lies. 

And bcck’ning angels stand. 


’Member of fariumeot for a port nlsan, 
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TO OH* THOMAS GIBSON. 

the Lire of souls, 1704 . 


Swift as the sun revolves the d ay 
We hasten to the dead, 

Slaves to the wind wc puff away. 

And to the ground we tread. 

"Tis air, that lends us life, when first 
The vital bellows heave ; 

Our flesh we borrow of the dust ; 

And when a mother's care has nurs'd 
The babe to manly siae, we must 
With usury pay the grave. 

it. 

Rich julaps drawn from precious ore 
Still tend the dying flame ; 

And plants, and roots, of barb'rous name. 
Torn from the Indian shore. 

Thus we support our tott'ring flesh. 

Our cheeks resume the rose afresh. 

When hark and steel play well their game 
To save our stinking breath. 

And Gibson, with his awful pow*r. 
Rescues the poor precarious hour 
From the dcmandi of Death. 

in. 

But art and nat ure, pow'r* and charms. 



TO OR. THOMAS GIBSON. 
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Yirld us, at last, to greedy worms 
A despicable prey ; 

I'd have a life to call my own, 

That shall depend on Heav'n alone ; 

Nor air, nor earth, nor sea, 

Mix their base essences with mine, 

Nor claim dominion so divine 
To give me leave to Be. 

IV. 

Sure there’s a mind within, that reigns 
O’er the dull current of my veins ; 

I feel the inward pulse beat high. 

With vig’rous immortality. 

Let earth resume the flesh it gave, 

And breath dissolve amongst the winds ; 
Gibson ! the things that fear a grave. 

That 1 can lose, or you. can save, 

Are not akin to minds. 

v. 

We claim acquaintance with the skies, 
Upward our spirits hourly rise, 

And there our thoughts employ ; 

When Heav’n shall sign cor grand release. 
We are no strangers to the place, 

The hus’nesi or dm joy. 
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FALSE GREATNESS/ 


Mylo, forbear to call him blest 
That only boasts a large estate, 

Should all the treasures of tlie west 
Meet, and conspire to make him great. 

1 know thy better thoughts, 1 know 
Thy reason, can’t descend so low. 

Let a broad stream with golden sands 
Through all his meadows roll. 

He’s but a wretch, with all his lands. 
That weab a narrow soul. 

Ji. 

He swells amidst his wealthy store. 

And proudly poising what he weighs. 
In his own scale he fondly lays 
Huge heaps of shining ore : 

He spreads the balance wide to hold 
His manors and his forms. 

And cheats the beam with loads of gold 
He hugs betw e e n his arms. 

So might the ptougbboy climb a tree. 
When Cnnsus mounts hts throne. 

And both stand up, and smile to tee 
How long their shadow’s grown - 
Alas! how vain their fancies be 
To think that shape their own 9 



TO &ARISSA. 
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III. 

Thus mingled still with wealth and state, 
Croesus, Himself < an never know ; 

His true dimensions, and his weight, 

Arc far inferior to their show. 

Weir I so tall to reach the pole, 

Or grasp the ocean with my span, 

1 must he measur'd by my soul : 

The miud's, the standard of the man. 


TO SARSSHA. AM EPISTLE. 

Til ar up, Samsa, through the ruffling storm* 
Of a vain vexing v orld ; tread down the cares. 
Those rugged thorns, that lie across the road. 
Nor spend a tear upon them. Tnut the Muse, 
She sings experienc’d truth : this briny dew. 
This rain of eyes, will make the briers grow. 
We travel through a desert, and our feet 
Have measur'd a fur space, have left behind 
A thousand dangers, and a thousand snares 
Well ’scap'd. Adieu ye horrors of the dark. 
Ye finish'd labors and ye tedious toils 
Of days and hours : the twinge of real smart 
And the false terrors of ill-boding dream* 
Vanish together; be alike forgot. 

For ever blended in one common gr ave . 

Fatcwcl, ye waxing and ye waning moons. 
That we have watch'd behind the flying cloud* 
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On night's dark hill, or setting or ascending. 

Or in meridian height: then silence reign’d 
O’er half the world, then ye beheld our tears. 

Ye witness’d our complaints, our kinaied groans, 
(Sad harmony !) while, with your beamy horns 
Or richer orb, ye silver’d o’er the green 
Where trod our feet, and lent a feeble light 
To mourners. Now ye have fulfill’d your round. 
Those hours are fled, fare we 1. Months that are 
gone 

Are gone for ever, — and have borne away 
Each his own load. Our woes and sorrows past. 
Mountainous woes 1 still lessen as they fly 
Far off. So billows in a stormy sea, 

Wave after wave (a long succession) roll 
Beyond the ken of sight ; the sailors safe. 

Look far astern, till they have lost the storm, 

And shout their boitt’rous joys. A gentler Muse 
Sings thy dear safety, and commands thy cares 
To dark oblivion, bury'd deep in night ; 

Lose them Sartssa, and assist my song. 

Awake thy voice, sing how the slender line 
Of Fate’s immortal now divides the past 
From all the /mart with eternal ban, 

Fotbtddmg a return. The past temptations 
No more shall ves us j er*ry grief we feel 
Shortens the destin’d number, ev’ry pulse 
Beats a sharp moment of the pain away, 

And the last stroke will come. By swift de g rt q 
Tone swe eps os off, sod we shkll soon strive 
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At life’* sweet period. O celestial point 1 
That ends this mortal story.— 

But if a glimpse of light, with flatt*ring ray. 
Breaks through the clouds of life, or, wand’ring lire 
Amidst the shades, invite your doubtful feet ; 
Beware the dancing meteor j — faithless guide. 

That leads the lonesome pilgrim wide astray 
To hogs, and fens, and pits, and certain death I 
Should vicious Pleasure take an angel-form. 

And at a distance rise, by slow degrees, 

Treach’ious to wind lie: self into your heart. 

Stand firm aloof ; nor let the gaudy phantom 
Too long allure your gaze : the just delight. 

That heav’n indulges, lawful, must obey 
Superior pow'rs, nor tempt your thoughts too far 
Id slavery to sense, nor swell your hope 
To dang’rous size : if ii approach your feet 
And court your hand, forbid th’ intruding joy 
To sit too near your heart ; still may our souls 
Chhn kindred with the skies, nor six with dust 
Our better bora affections ; leave the globe, 

A neat for worms, and hasten to our home. 

O ! there arc gardens of th* immortal kind. 

That crown the heav*n)y Eden’s rising hills 
M'kh beauty and with sweets; no luriungamchief 
Dwells in the fruit, opr serpent twines the houghs; 
The branches bend laden with life and bliss, 

Bipe for the taste, but *iso a steep meant s 
Hold fast the golden chain* lei down km hcarta, 

* Tbt pops! 
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•Twill help your feet and wings : I feci its force 
Draw upwards ; fasten'd to the pearly gate 
It guides the way unerring ; hjppy clue 
Through this dark wild! *Twas Wisdom’s noblest 
woik 

All join’d by Pow’r divine, and cv’ry link is love. 


TO MR. T. BRADBURY. PARADISE, 1708 - 


I. 

\ ou-NC as I am 1 quit the stage, 

Nor will 1 know th* applauses of the age : 

Fare w el to growing fame. 1 leave below 
A fife not half worn out with caies, 

Or agonies, or years j 
1 leave my country all in tears, 

But Heav’n demands me upward, and I dare to go. 
Amongst ye, friends, divide and share 
The remnant of my days, 

If yc have patience, and can bear 
A long fatigue of life, and drudge through all the 
me. 

it. 

Haiti I my fair guardian chides my stay, 

And wave* his golden rod ; 

* Angel, l tome, lead on the way.* 

And now by swift degrees 
1 tail doft through azure seat, 

Mow tread the Milky road. 



TO MR. T. BRADBURY. 
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Tarrwel ye planets in your spheres, 

And as the stars are lost, a brighter sky appears. 

In baste for Paradise, 

I stretch the pinions of a bolder thought; 

Scarce had I will'd, but 1 was past 

Deserts of trackless light and all th' ethereal waste. 

And to the sacred borders brought ; 

There on the wing a guard of cherubs lies, 

Each waves a keen flame as he flies. 

And well defends the walls from sieges and aurprise. 

1 1 1 . 

With pleasing rev'rence 1 behold 
The pearly portals wide unfold : 

Enter, my soul * and view th' amazing scenes ; 

Sit fast upon the flying Muse, 

And let thy roving wonder loose 
O’er all th* empyreal plains. 

Noon stands eternal here ; here may thy sight 
Drink to the rays of primogenial light, — 

Here breathe immortal air ; 

Joy must beat high in cv’ry vein. 

Pleasure thro* all thy bosom reign. 

The laws forbid the stranger, pain. 

And b a nis h ev'ry care. 

IV- 

See ! bow the bubhtu^ springs of love 
Beneath the throne arise; 

1 he arcana in crystal damsels move. 

Around the golden streets they rove. 

And Mas the mamions of the upper skies. 

> 3 
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There a fair grove of knowledge grows, 

Nor sin, nor death infects the fruit, 

Young life hangs fresh on all the boughs, 

And springs from ev'ry root: 

Here may thy greedy senses feast, 

While ecstasy and health attends on ev*ry taste. 
With the fair prospect charm'd, I stood, 

Fearless I feed on the delicious fare, 

And drink profuse salvai ion from the silver 
Nor can excess be there. [flood. 


v. 

In sacred order rang'd along 
Saints, new releas’d by death, 

Join the bold seraphs* warbling breath, 

And aid th* immortal song : 

hach has a voice that nines his strings 

To mighty sounds and mighry things, 

Things of everlasting weight. 

Sounds like the softer viol sweet. 

And like the trumpet strong. 

Di\ ine attention held my soul ; 

1 was all ear ; 

Thro* all my pow’rs the heav’nly accents roll : 

I long'd and wish’d my Bradb’ry there : 

4 Could he but hear these notes,' 1 aid, 

4 His tuneful soul would never bear 
4 The dull unwinding of life's tedious thread, 

* JBst bum . the vial chords, to reach the happy 
dead,. 
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VI. 

And now my tongue prepares to join 
The harmonv, and with a noble aim 
Attempts th' UNUTTERABLE NAME, 

But faints, confounded by the notes divine. 

Again my soul th* unequal honor sought, 

Again her utmost force she brought, 

And bow'd beneath the burden of th* unwieldy 
Thrice I essay’d, and fainted thrice ; [thought. 
Th’ immortal labors stain’d my feeble frame, 
Broke the bright vision and dissolv’d the dream ; 

I sunk at once, and lost the skies : — 

In vain I sought the scenes of light. 

Rolling abroad my longing eyes, — 

For all around ’em stood my curtains and the night. 


STRICT RELIGION VERY RARE. 

I’m borne aloft, and leave the crowd, 

I sail upon a morning cloud 
Skirted with dawning gold ; 

Mine eyes beneath the op’ning day 
Command the globe with wide survey. 
Where ants in busy millions play 
And tug and heave the mould. 

ti. 

• Are these the thing!/ my Passion cryM, 

• That we caU Mcs ? arc these ally’4 
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* To the fair worlds of light ? 

1 They've rased out their MAKER'S name 

* Grav'n on their minds, with pointed flame^ 

* In strokes divinely bright. 

hi. 

4 Wretches ! they hate their native skies | 

* If an ethereal thought arise 

* Or spark of virtue shine, 

* With cruel force they damp its plumes, 

4 Choke the young fire with sensual fumes, 

* With bus'ness, lust, or wine. 

IV. 

4 Lo ! how they throng with panting breath 

* The broad descending road, 

4 That leads unerring down to death, 

4 Nor miss the dark abode.* 

Thus while I drop a tear or two 
On the wild herd, a noble few 
Dare to stray upward and pursue 
Th* unbeaten way to GOD. 

v. 

I meet Myrtillo mounting high, 

I know his candid soul afar ; 

Here Dorylus and Thyrsis fly. 

Each like a rising star j 
Charin 1 saw and Ftdea there, 

I saw them help each other's flight. 

And bless them as they go ; 

They soar beyond my lab'riog tight. 

And leave their loads of mortal care. 

But not tkar love below. 



TO MR. C. AND S. FLL.tT'tTOOD. 


On heaven, Oicit home, they fix tlic ii tjes, 

The temple of their GOD ; 

With mormiig incense up they rise 
hiiblime. and thro’ the lower skies 
Spread the perfumes abroad. 

vi. 

Across the road a seraph flew ; 

* Mark/ said hr, * that happy pair, 

* Marriage helps devotion there: 

■ When kindred minds their GOD pursue 
4 They break with double vigor thro* 

4 The dull incumbent air.* 

Charm’d with the pleasure and surprise 
Mv soul adores, and sings 

4 Ble«*d be the Pow’r that springs their flight, 
4 That streaks their path with heav'nly light, 

4 That turns thrir love to sacrifice, 

4 And joins their zeal for wings !' 


TO MR. C- AND S. FLEETWOOD. 


I. 

F LEtT woods, young gen*rous pair! 
Drspisc the joys chat fools ptirsue. 
Bubbles are light and brink too, 

Bcrr of the water and the air. 

Try'd bv a standard bold and just, 

Honor, and gold, and paint, and dust. 
How vile the last t4 and as vain the first I 
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Things that the crowd call great and brave. 

With me how low their value’s brought 1 
Titles and names, and life and breath, 

Slaves to the wind, and bom for deaf^ : 

The soul’s the only thing we have, 

Worth an impottant thought. 

11. 

The soul ! ’tit of th’ immortal kind. 

Nor form’d of fire, or earth, or wind. 

Out-lives the mould’ring corpse, and leaves the 
In limbs of clay tho' she appears, [globe behind. 
Array'd in rosy skin and deck’d with cars and eyes. 
The flesh is but the soul’s disguise ; 

There’s nothing in her frame, kin to the dress she 
From all the laws of matter free, [wears : 

From all we feel and all we see, 

She stands eternally distinct, and must for ever be. 
IM- 

Stise then my thoughts, on high, 

Soar beyond all that's made to die s 

Lo I on an awful throne 

Sits the CREATOR and the JUDGE or souls. 

Whirling the planets round the poles. 

Winds off our thteads of life, and brings our pe- 
riods on. 

Swift the approach and solemn ts the dap 
When this immortal mind. 

Script of the body's coarse array. 

To endless pain or andlrss joy 
Most be at once consign'd. 



TO WILLIAM BLACKBOURN, ESQ. 27 


IV. 

Think of the sands run down to waste, 
We possess none of all the past ; 

None but the present is our own : 

Grace is not plac'd within our pow'r, 

’Tis but one short, one shining hour, 
Bright and declining as a setting sun : — 
Sec the white minutes wing’d with haste ; 
The now that flies, may be the last : 
Seize the salvation, ere 'tis past, 

Nor mourn the blessing gone : 

A thought’s delay is ruin here ; 

A closing eye, a gasping breath, 

Shuts up the golden scene in death, 

And drowns you in despair. 


TO WILLIAM BLACKBOURN, ESQ. 
CASIMIR, LIB. II. ODE 2. IMITATED. 
Qua «tpt earns modo Bnuna Talks, Ac. 

M ark how it mows! how East the valley fills I 
And the sweet groves the hoary garment wear, 

Yet the warm sun-beams, bounding from the hills, 
Shall melt the veil away, and the young green ip. 
pear. 

But. when old age, ha on year temples shed 
l|er silver from, there's m rearming am * 
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Swift flies our autumn, swift our summer fled, 
When youth, and love, and spring, and golden 
joys, are gone. 

Then, cold and winter, and your agedQnow 
Stick fast upon you : not the rich array. 

Not the green garland nor the rosy bough, 

Shall cancel or conceal the melancholy gray. 

The chase of pleasures is not worth the pains. 
While the bright sands of health run wasting down, 
And honor calls you, from the softer scenes. 

To sell the gaudy hour for ages of renown. 

*Tis but one youth, and short, that mortals have. 
And one old age dissolves our feeble frame ; 

But there's a heav*nty an, t’ elude the grave, 

And with the hero race immortal kindred claim. 

The man, that has his country's sacred tears 
Bedewing his cold hearse, has liv'd his day : 

Thus, Blackbourn ! we should leave our names our 
heirs ; 

Old Time and waning moons, sweep all the rest 
away. 


TRUK MONARCHY, 1701. 

Til i rising year beheld ib f imperious Caul 
Stretch his dotniuion* while a hundred towns 
Crouch'd to the victor : but a steady soul 
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Stands firm on its own base, and reigns as wide. 
As absolute ; and sways ten thousand slaves, 

Lusts and wild fancies, with a sovereign hand. 

We are a little kingdom ; but the man 
That chains his rebel-will to Reason’s throne, 
Forms it a large one, whilst his royal mind 
Makes Heav'n its counsel, from the rolls above 
Draws his own statues, and with joy obeys. 

*Tis not a troop of well appointed guards 
Create a monarch, not a purple robe 
Dy'd in the people's blood, not all the crowns 
Or dazzling tiars that bend about the head, 

Tho’ gilt with sunbeams and set round with stars. 
A monarch he, that conquers all his fears, 

And treads upon them ; when he stands alone. 
Makes his own camp ; four guardian Virtues wait 
His nightly slumbers, and secure bis dreams. 

Now dawns the light, he ranges all his thoughts 
In square battalions, bold to meet th' attacks 
Of time and chance, himself a num'rous host, — . 
All eye, all ear, all wakeful as the day, 

Firm as a rock, and moveless as the centre. 

In vain, the harlot Pleasure spreads her charms 
To lull his thoughts in Luxury's fair lap 
To sensual case ; (the bane of little kings, 
Monarchs whose waxen images of souls 
Are m ou l d ed into softness ;) still bit mind 
Wear* its own shape, nor can the bcxv*nly form 
Stoop ID be modcll'd, fay the wild de cr e et 
Of the mad vulgar, that wuhiohing 
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He lives above the crowd, nor bears the noise 
Of wars and triumphs, nor regards the shouts 
Of popular applause, that empty sound, 

Nor feels the flying arrows of reproach^ * 

Or spite or envy ; in himself secure, 

Wisdom his tow'r, and conscience is his shield. 
His peace all inward, and his joys his own. 

Now my ambition swells, my wishes soar. 
This be my kingdom ; sit above the globe 
My rising soul I and dress thyself around. 

And shine in Virtue’s armour, climb the height 

Of wisdom's lofty castle, there reside 

Safe from the smiling and the frowning world. 

Yet once a-day drop drown a gentle look 
On the great molehill, and with pitying eye 
Survey the busy emmets round tbe heap. 
Crowding and bustling in a thousand forms 
Of strife and toil, to purchase wealth and fame, 
A bubble or a dust ; then call thy thoughts 
Up to thyself to feed on joys unknown. 

Rich without gold, and great without renown. 


TftOK COUiACI. 

Honor demands ay song: forget the ground 
My gofaus Muse, and sit among the start, 

There ring the tool, that, conscious of her birth, 
Lives like a na i ve of the vital dorld. 



TRUE COURAGE. 81 

Just to herself: how nobly she maintains 
Her character superior to the flesh t 
She wields her passion like her limbs, and knows 
The brutal pow'rs were only bom t* obey. 

This is the man, whom storms could never make 
Meanly complain, nor can a flattering gale 
Make him talk proudly : he hath no desire 
To read his secret (ate ; yet, unconcerrfd 
And calm, could meet his unborn destiny 
In all its charming or its frightful shapes. 

He, that, unshrinking and without a groan. 
Bean the first wound, may finish all the war 
With mere courageous silence, and come off 
Conqueror ; for the man that well conceals 
The heavy strokes of Fate, he bean 'em well. 

He, tho* tb* Atlantic and the midland seas. 
With adverse surges meet, and rise bn high. 
Suspended # tw»« the winds, then rush amain 
Mingled with flames upon his single head. 

And clouds, and start, and thunder, — -firm he stands. 
Secure of bis best life, unhitch unmov*d. 

And drops his lower nsture, bom for death ; 

Then, from the lofty cattle of his mind. 

Sublime looks down exulting, and surveys 
The ruins of creation ; (souls alone 
Are heirs of dying worlds,) a piercing glance 
Shoots upwards from between his closing lids 
To reach hm birth-place, and without e sigh 
He bads his batter'd flesh tie gently down 
whilst 



32 


LYRIC POEMS. 


Book II. 


Breathes and flies upward, an undoubted guest 
Of the third heav’n, th’ unruinablfc sky. 

Thither, when Fate has brought our willing souls, 
No matter whether 'twas a sharp diseas^} * 

Or a sharp sword, that help'd the travellers on 
And push'd us to our hope, bear up my friend 
Serenely, and break thro* the stormy brine 
With steady prow : know, we shajl once arrive 
At the fair haven of eternal bliss 
To which we ever steer, whether, as kings 
Of wide command we ’ave spread the spacious sea 
With a broad painted fleet, or row'd along 
In a thin cock-boat with a little oar. 

There let my native plank, shift me to land, 
And I'll be happy : thus I'll leap ashore 
Joyful and fearless, on th' immortal coast. 

Since all 1 leave is mortal, and it must be lost. 


to tiik much Honored hr. thomas 

ROWE, THE DIRECTOR OP MY YOUTH* 
Ft I STUDIES.-— FREE PHILOSOPHY. 


Custom, that tyianness of fools, 

That leads tbe learned round the schools 
In aaagic chains of forms and rales I 
My Gcpius storms her throne ; 
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No more, ye slaves, with awe profound 
Beat the dull track nor dance the round $ 
Loose hands, and quit th* enchanted ground ; 
Knowledge invites us each alone# 
ii. 

1 hate these shackles of the mind. 

Forg'd by the haughty wise ; 

Souls were not bom to be confin'd. 

And led like Samson blind and bound,--* 
But when his native strength he found. 

He well aveng'd his eyes. 

1 love thy gentle influence Rowe ; 

Thy gentle influence, like the sun. 

Only dissolves the frozen snow, — 

Then bids our thoughts like rivers flow 
And chuse the channels where they run. 

in. 

Thoughts should be free as fire or wind; 
The pinions of a single mind 
Will thro* all nature fly ; 

But who can drag up to the poles 
Long fetter’d ranks of lad en souls ? 

A genius which no chain controls 
Roves with delight or deep or high ; 

Swift I survey the globe around. 

Dive to the centre thro* the solid ground. 
Or travel o'er the sky. 


c 3 
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TO THE REVEREND MR. BENONI ROWE. 
TI1E WAY OP THE MULTITUDE. 


Ilowe \ if wcmake the crowd our guide 
Thro* life's uncertain road, 

Mean is the chase, and wand'ring wide 
We miss th* immortal good ; 

Ytt if my thoughts could be confin'd 
To follow any leader mind, 

Pd mark thy steps and tread the same ; 
Dress’d in thy notipns I’d ippibar 
Not like a soul of mortal frame 
Nor with a vulgar air. 

it. 

Men live at random and by^chance ; 

Bright Reason never leads the dance : 
Whilst in the broad and beaten way 
O'er dales and hills from truth we stray, 
To ruin we descend, to ruin we advance. 
Wisdom retires, she hates the crowd, 

And with a decent scorn 
Aloof she climbs her steepy teat, 

Where nor the grave nor giddy feet 
Of the Irani' d vulgar or the nide 
Have e'er a passage wont. 

in. 

Mere Haxard first began the track, 

Where Custom kadi her tho us a n ds blind 
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In willing chains and strong ; 

There's scarce one bold one noble mind 
Dares tread the fatal error back, 

But hand in hand ourselves we bind 
And drag the age along. 

IV. 

Mortals, a savage herd and loud 
As billows on a flood 
In rapid order roll ; 

Example makes the mischief good ; 

With jocund heel we beat the road, 

Unhcedful of the goal. 

Me let Ithuriel's* friendly wing 
Snatch from the crowd, and bear sublime 
'I o Wisdom's lofty tow'r, 

Thence to survey that wretched thing 
Mankind, and in exalted rhyme 
Bless the deli v' ring Pow'r. 


IO THE REVEREND MR. JOHN HOWE, 1704 * 

X. 

O r e at Man I permit the Muse to climb 
And teat her at thy feet, 

Bad her attempt a thought sublime 
And enumerate her wit* 


itharictuthr 


miRpliallttmV 
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1 feel th' attractive force 
Of thy superior soul, 

My chariot flies her upward course. 

The wheels divinely roll. 

Now let me chide the mean affairs 
And mighty toil of men, 

How they grow grey in trifling cares. 

Or waste the motions of the spheres 
Upon delights as vain I 

it. 

A puff of honor fills the mind. 

And yellow (hist is solid good ; 

Thus like the ass of savage kind 
We snuff the breeze! of the wind. 

Or steal the serpent's food. 

Could all the choirs 
That charm the poles. 

But strike one doleful sound, 

•Twould be employ’d to mourn our souls, 

Souls that were fram'd of sprightly fires 
In floods of folly drown'd. 

Souls made of glory, seek a brutal joy ; 

How they disclaim their hcav’nly birth. 

Melt their bright substance down with drossy earth. 
And hate to he refin’d from that impure alloy ! 
ni. 

Oft has thy genius rous’d us hence 
With elevated soqg. 

Bid us renounce this world of sense. 

Bid os divide th* immoral prijQ 

With the scophic throng t 



THE DISAPPOINTMENT AND RELIEF. 


4 Knowledge and love make spirits blest, 
Knowledge their food and love their rest ;* 
But flesh, th’ unmanageable beast, 

Resists the pity of thine eyes 
And music of thy tongue. 

Then let the worms, of groVling mind. 

Round the short joys of earthly kind 
In restless winding roam : 

Howe hath an ample orb of soul. 

Where shining worlds of knowledge roll. 
Where love, the centre and the pole, 
Completes the heav’n at home. 

the disappointment and relief. 


V irtui, permit my fancy to impose 
Upon my better pow'rs ; 

She casts sweet fallacies on half our woes 
And gilds the gloomy hours. 

How cou*d we bear this tedious round 
Of waning moons, and rolling years, 

Of flaming hopes and chiUing fears. 

If, where no sov* reign cure appears. 

No opiates could be found ? 

lb 

Love, the most cordial stream that flows. 

Is a deceitful good 

Young Doris, who nor guilt nor danger knows. 

On the green margin stood, 

fkm'd with the golden bubbles as they rose ; 
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And with more golden sands, her fancy pav’d the 
Then fend to be entirely blest, [flood ; 

And tempted by a faithless youth 
As void of goodness as of truth, 

She plunges in with heedless haste 
And rears the nether mud : 

Darkness, and nauseous dregs arise 

O'er thy fair current Love, with large supplies „ 

Of pain to tease the heart and sorrow for the eyes. 

The golden bliss that charm’d her sight 

Is dash'd, and drown’d, and lost ; 

A spark, or glimm’ring streak, at most 
Shines here and there amidst the night. 

Amidst the turbid waves, and gives a fair delight. 

XII. 

Recover'd from the sad surprise 
Doris awakes at last, — 

Grown by the disappointment wise. 

And manages with art th* unlucky cast c 
When the low 4 ring Crovp she spies 
On her haughty tyrant's brow, — 

With humble love she meets his wrathful eyes 
And makes her sovereign beauty bow : 

Cheerful she smiles upqn his grisly form ; 

So shines the setting sun on adverse skies. 

And paints a rainbow on the storm : 

Anon she lets the sullen humor spend, 

And with a virtuous booh or fad 
Beguiles th’ uneasy hours f 



THE HERO'S SCHOOL OF MORALITY.S9 

Well coloring ev*ry cross she meets, 

With heart serene, she sleeps and eats, 

She spreads her board with faocy'd sweets, 

And strews her bed with flow’rs. 


THE HERO'S SCHOOL OF MORALITY. 

Thkkom amongst his travels found 
A broken statue on the ground, 

And searching onward as he went 
He trac'd a ruin’d monument : 

Mould, moss, and shades, had overgrown 
The sculpture of the crumbling stone, 

Yet ’ere he pass'd with much ado 
He guess'd, and spell'd out, Sci-pi-o. 

• Enough,' he cry'd, <4*11 drudge no more 

* In turning the dull Stoics o'er : 

* Let pedants waste their hours of ease, 

1 To sweat all night at Socrates, 

* And feed their boys with notes and rales, 

* Those tedious recipes of schools 
' To cure ambition ; 1 can learn 

* With greater erne the great concern 

* Of mortala, how we may despise 

4 All the gay things below the skies. 

• Methmks a ihooWrmg pyramid 
' Says aU that tl*nld«gft arid: 

* More mar* that fte Vaucan. 
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4 The dust of heroes cast abroad, 

4 And kick'd and trampled in the road,—* 
( The relics of a lofty mind, 

* That lately wars and crowns design'd}-. 

4 Toss’ d for a jest from wind to wind, 

4 Bid me be humble, and forbear 
4 Tall monuments of fame to rear,— 

* They are but castles in the air. — 

* The tow'ring heights and frightful falls, 

* The ruin'd heaps and funerals, 

4 Of smoking kingdoms and their kings, 

4 Tell me a thousand mournful things 

* In melancholy silence, 

4 He 

4 That living, could not bear to see 
4 An equal, now lies tom and dead, 

* Here his pale trunk, and there his head. 

* Great Pompey I while I meditate 
4 With aolcmn horror thy sad hue, 

4 Thy carcass scatter'd on the shore, 

4 Without a name, instructs me more 
4 Than my whole library before. 

4 lie still my Plutarch then and sleep, 

« And my good Seneca may keep 
4 Your volumes clos'd for ever too, 

* 1 have no further ole far you; 

4 Pot when 1 feel my virtue fid, 

* And my ambitious thoughts prevail, 

4 I'll take a turn amoag the tombs, 

* And tee whereto all i 


I 



rft*EDOMi 


it 


1 There the vile feet of tv*ry clown 
1 Tramples the sens of Honor down, 
1 B eyn with awful ashes sport, 

* And tread the Cfetars in the dirt.* 


rmsDOit, 1697. 

!• 

TrufT me no mdfee; my soul tan ne'er comport 
With the gay slav’ries of a court j 
1 *ave an aversion to thole charms, 

And bug dear Liberty in both mine arms. 

Go, VM n U oab, go, cringe and wait. 

And dance atmadsire at Honoriefr g Me, 

Then ran in troops before hog an co mp o se hg 
stale; 



d»m toi. fi« 



M 




Bwk IL 


And as I stand and as J go 
It keeps my bpdgso: 

No, I can never part wiihtey creation figh^ 

Let slaves and asses stoop and boar* 

I cannot make this iron knee 
Bend to a meaner pow'i than that which form'd 
is free. 

ill. 

Tfcos my hold harp profusely play'd 
Pindancal, then on a branchy shade 
lh»fy hwp aloft, npytr|f hnncash i lmd j. 
Natuie that listen^ to mf mm 
Reman'd the dans aid «Qf«d<k again. 
8addes.ra« a whctaf tM,. 

SMObv tih Huwii ~ . 
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ON MX. LOOKS’* ANNOTATIONS UPON if 
ViftAL fARTS OF THS NCt TBIT*MISt| 
•LLPjT SAUIND U1M AT HIS DEATH. 

Y. 

Thus reason learns by slow degrees 
Whet frith reveals, bat sciU compfcns 
Of intellectual yoaas. 

And darkness from dm son fishwtni »**« 

The blase of thorn ha^k nyaaica 
Boat'd all at once on Naanotfs eyes, 

Oftad aad cMte fceUt djb. 
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fitter of Ftith, fir Charity, 
life $e the wondrous nan on high* 

Tell how he tees the Godhiad IN 

The bright conviction fills his eye, [ONE ft 
His noblest pow'rs in deep prostration lie 
At the mysterious throne : 

4 Forgive,' he cries, 4 ye saints below, 

4 The wav'ring and the cold assent 
4 I gave to themes divinely true j 
* Can you admit the blessed to repeat ? 

4 Eternal darkness vail the lines 
4 Of that unhappy%ook 

4 Where glimm'riog reman with fisc lustre shines, 
V Where the mercjjionel fen nrittpoh 
4 What the i 


TJLVS RICMRt. 

I am net concern'd, so know 
What m myrow Erne wili do, 

Ta eighth** c*My 
I *ave possess'd myself mhjr t 



Tmvt AICHtS. 


Then, if hiply midnight death 
Seize my flesh, anfl stop my b r e a thy 
Yet to-morrow* I shall M 
Heir to the best part of die. 

Glitt’ring stones and golden things 
Wealth and honor, that have wings. 
Ever flutt'ring to be gone, 

I could never call my own : 

Riches that the world bestows 
She can take and I can lose. 

But the treasures that are mine, 
lie afar beyond her )ine« 

When 1 view my spacious souf. 

And survey myself a-wbole. 

And enjoy myself alone, 

I*m a kingdom of my own* 
f 'ire a mighty part within 
That the world hath never seen. 

Rich as Eden’s happy ground. 

And with choicer plenty qmwtfd. 
Roe on all the sinning boogha* 
Knowledge, fair and maid fa** » 
On the same young flowVymep 
ABthcmoaom y nam symoi 
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Here in a green and shady grove 
frucams of pleasure mix vkb lone $ 
Acre, beneath the smiling skies, 
Hills of contemplation rise % 

Now,, upon some shining top, 
Angels light and call me up 2 
I rejoice to raise my feet, 

Both rejoice when there we meet. 

There are endless beauties more. 
Earth hath no resemblance for \ 
Nothing like them round the pole. 
Nothing can describe Ihe soul : 

•Tia a region, half unknown. 

That has treasures of its own 
More remote from public view. 
Than the bowels of Fentj 
Broader ’tis and brighfter fkr 
Than the golden Indies ares' 

Ships, tint tract the wat'ry stage. 
Cannot coast it in an age ; 

Hails or horses strong and fleet. 
Had they wiagi to be% their feet. 
Co uld not ron it half way o*er, 

I* <Ml thousand days or move. 

Yet the silly watering mind. 
Loth 10 he too amSch cosfii^ 
kmupd takes her duly loan 
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Or she tits at Fancy's door, 
Calling shapes ani shadows t* her, 
Foreign visits still receiving, 

And t’ herself a stranger livings 
Never, never, would she huy 
Indian dust or Tynan dye, 

Never trade abroad for more. 

If she saw her native shore ; 

If her inward worth were known 
She might ever live alone* 


THE ADVENTUROUS MUSE. 


I. 

Urania takes her 
With an inimitable wing } 

Thro’ vising deluges of dawning l^ght 
She cleaves her wondrous way, 

She tunes immortal anthems to the growing day. 
Nor Jtapin # gives her inks to fly, lor Format 
notes to say. 


ti. 

She nor inguiles, nor kn o w s, nor fears, < 
Whot lk tfct fmmei tod» oc where thFfrpnHj 
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Book II. 


it 

Nor asks them where their country lies, 

Or where the sea-marks stand : 

Touch’d with an empyreal ray 

She springs unerring upward, to etertnd 

Spreads her white sails aloft, and steel! 

With bold and safe attempt to the celestial land, 

in. 

Whilst little skiffs along the mortal shores 
With humble toil hi aider creep, 

Casting in sight of one mother’s oars, 

Nor venture thro’ the boundless deep : 

Such low pretending souls are they 
Who dwell ua enclos’d solid otbt of mull : 
Plodding along their sober way, 

The mail o’ertakes them in their wildest play, 
While the poor Ub’rcrt sweat, to be correctly dull, 
iv. 

Give me the chariot whose drriner wheels 
Mark their own tome, and unconfa’d 
Bound o'er the everlasting hills, 

And lose % clouds below, and leave the stars be- 
Gfofcmc the Muse, whose gen’mus face, [hind 
Impatient of the reta^T 

Pom* m fflw t Pt 

ftiMki all ik cririe’i iron cUm, 

Ami bon to hnAe tie nptvM aiai. 

Them Milm folli } fejNfftfjNt 

TioK* at* fMMo'4 by wj amttl mf**. 



THE ADVENTUROUS MUSE. 


New terrors or new glories shine 
In et'ry page, awNlying toones divine 
Surprise the wond*ring sense, and draw our souls 
Behold his Muse sent out, t* explore [along. 
The unapparent deep, where waves of chaos roar, 
And realms of night unknown before. 

She trac’d a glorious path unknown, 

Thro* fields of hew’nly war, and seraphs over* 
Where his advent'iuus genius led { [thrown, 
Sovereign she fram'd a model of her own, 

Nor thank’d the living nor the dead. 

The noble hater of degen’rate rhyme 
Shook off the chains, and built bis^verse sublime, 
A monument too high for coupled sounds tocHm^r 
He mourn’d the prden lost below ; 

(Earth is the scene for tuneful woe ;) 

Now bliss beau high in all his vdtas, 

Now the lost Eden he segairM, 

Keeps his own air, and triumphs in unri vail’d 


VI. 


Immortal Bard I thus thy dfcn Raphael sa^p. 
And knows no rule but native fire ; 

All heav*n sits silent, while to iris sovereign s M a fis 

He talks unntteiaMn things t 

With graces infinite, his untaught fingers rove 
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TO MR* NICHOLAS CLAKRL 
THE COMPLAINT- 


Tv, AS in a vale, where oaieit grow. 

Py murm'riog streams we told our woe. 
And mingled al( our cams ; 

Friendship sat pleat'd in both out eyes. 

In both the weeping dews arise. 

And drop alternate team* 

IIm 

The vigorous monarch of dm day# 

Keir mounting half hi* monnag way. 

Still stcfc’mng and decaying atttl. 

Dimly, be wander'd up dm hill 
With hit expiring light* 

in* 

In dark eclipse his chariot roll'd. 

The guoen of N«#m Secur'd has gold 
ftdgnd her able wUoUl 
hfofYpif gnaw sad so loaa dm day, 

Tim flow'ry vales in mnntomg lay. 

In mourning mood the hills. 

IV. 

4 Such are our spnsa% Chdrn, 9 1 err'd. 



THE COMPLAINT. 


* In the young morning of our years, 

' Dtstemp'ring fogs have climb’d the spheres 

* And choke the fob’ring mind. 

v. 

* Lo, the gay planet Tears his head 
4 And overlooks the lofty shade, 

4 New-b lightening all the skies : 

* But say, dear partner of my moan, 

* When will our long eclipse be gene, 

* Or when our suns arise ; 


VI. 


* In vain are potent herbs apply*d, 

* Harmonious sounds m Vain have try'd 

• To make the darkness fly j 

4 But drugs would raise the dead as noon, 

4 Or clattering brass relieve the ttDOO, 

4 When fainting in the sky. 

VII. 

4 Stame friendly spirit from above, 

4 Bom of the light, and nurs'd with love, 

4 Assist our feeble flics, 

4 Force these invading gl as i il Stray j 

• Souls should be seen, quits tW tMr dftfj 
4 Bright ss ymm h—Vafy sMie. 


•9mS % 
; gently. 


Villa 


Demh^disHdvc < 
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till AFFLICTIONS OF A FlUKD* 1702- 

Now let my cares all bury’d lie. 

My griefs for ever dumb ; 

Your sorrows swell my heart so high. 

They leave my own no room. 

Sickness and pains are quite forgot. 

The spleen itself is gone ; 

Plung'd in your woes, 1 feel them not. 

Or feel them all in one. 

Infinite grief puts sense to flight. 

And all the soul invades j 

Scftbe broad gloom of spreading night 

Bevouis die ev'niag shades. 

Thus Be I born to he unblest ; 

This sympathy of woe 

Drives my own tyrants from my breast, 

T* admit a foreign fee. 

Sorrow s in long succession rriga. 

Their ifeo rod 1 feel i 

Friendship has only chang'd the than. 

But I’m the pria’aer stilt 

Why was Urn life for misty mad* 

Or why drawn out so log? 

prisa witch too young? 



THE REVERSE* 


69 


Move fatter on, great Nature’s wheel. 

Be kind, ye rolling pow’rt, 

Hurl my days headlong down the hill 
With undotiqguithM boun. 

Be dusky, all my riaing tuna. 

Nor smile upon a slave ; 

Darkness, and death, make haste at once 
To hide aae in the grave. 


TRK REVERSE son, THE CONSORTS OF A 
FRIEND* 

Thus Nature tun'd her mournful tongue. 

Till Grace lift up her head. 

Revers’d the sorrow and the song. 

And smiling thus she mid s 

• Were kindred spirits horn for cares? 

• Must ev’ry grief he mine ? 

• U there a sympathy in tears 
•Yet joys refiue to join?* 

MM k Hsort* mi nm my torn 
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As deluges of taming fight 
O’erwhelm the dusky pole. 

Pleasures in long succession reigks* 

And all my pow’rs employ ; 

Friendship but shifts the pleasing scene. 
And fresh repeats the joy. 

Life hgs a soft and silver thread, 

-Nor is it drawn too long ; 

Yht, when my vaster fatyor persuade, 
Pm willing to he gone. 

Fast as ye please, roll down the hill. 
And haste away my years. 

Or 1 can wait my FATHER'S will 
And dwell beneath the spheres. 

Rise glorious, ev*ry future «s% 

Gild all my following days. 

But make the last dear moment known. 
By Well>distsnguish*d rayf. 


TO THE EIOHT EON. JOHN tOK» CVfl| 
AT THE S1EOE Of KASfOA. 

THE HAEOY lOtllfL 

4 O why is mas an tah^btleai g soW %. 

• Why guilty souls in kata an tar 

• Vcnt’nag the Imp to worlds unknown, 

• H o cdl a ss to arms and blood they fly. 



«N BURNING SEVE&AJL POEMS. 51 


Are lives but worth a soldier** pay ? 

Why will you join such wide extremes. 
And stake immortal souls, in pUy 
At desp’ratc chance, and bloody gpfiMM ? 

Valor’s a nobler tum of thought. 

Whose pardop*d guilt forbids her fears; 
Calmly she meets the deadly shot ! 

Secure of life above the starts. 

But Phrcnzy dares eternal fine, 

And, spurr*d with Honor's airy die— I, 

Flies to attacl th* infernal gate, 

And force a passage to the flames.* 

rhus, hov’ring o'er Nemurfc’s plains. 

Bung heav’nly Love in Gsfcdel • form ; 
Young lliraso ftb the moving stnuns. 

And vow’d, to p r ay ■ b efor e the storm. 

Anon die dwnd’ring trumpet calls ; 

* Vows are but wand,* the hero cries j 
Then swears by Hcav’n, and scales the wajb. 
Drops in the disch, d e spa ir s, and dies. 


IVBM1VC ttvism rOBMS OT 

tut, oisaau, div»i»« flh> Itflt. 

I* 

Ii9BU ihtDmifMMii 

Her am *6 Mw —ft het —phi m fl*. 
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In vain the Batt*ri« of their wit. 

Now with * Melting strain, now with an hetv’nly 
Would tempt my virtue to approve 
Those gaudy fenders of a lawless love. 

So harlots dress ; they can appear 
Sweet, modest, cool, divinely lair. 

To charm a Cato's eye ; but all within 
Stench, impudence, and fire, and ugly raging sin. 
ii. 

Die Flont die in endless shame. 

Thou prostitute of blackest fame, 

Stript of thy false array. 

Ovid, and all ye wilder pens 
Of modem lust, who gild our scenes. 

Poison the British stage, and paint damnation gay. 
Attend your mistreat to the dead : 

When Flora dies, her imps should wait upon her 
abide. 

in. 

Strephon,* of noble blood and mind. 

(For cm shine his name 1) 

As death approach’d, hia sool refin'd. 

And gave hu looser sonnets to the flames 
« Bam, born,' he ciy*d, with sacred mgr, » 

• Hell is tbfeduc of «v*ry page, 

■ Hell he the fine. (Bat 0 1 j nds flgeat Hesses 

• So vile the Muse and yet the man fisifhr’al) 

• Nw TawT rllkTmnmt” ^ ‘ ^ 





ACAXKST TEARS. 


It 


* In endless currents soiling to the asm, 

4 Can e'er dilute the poison or wash out the am** 
So Moses, hy divine command, 

Forbid the leprous house to stand, 

When deep the fatal spot was grown ; 

* Break down the timber, and dig up dm stone.* 


TO MRS. B* BENDXSIT. 

AGAINST TSARS, 1199 . 

M adam, persuade me team ate good 
To wash our moral caves away ; 

These eyes shall weep a sudden flood. 
And stream into a briny sea. 

Or if these orbs are hard and dry, 
(These orbs that never use to rain) 

Some star direct me where to hup 
One sorteign drop Car all mp pm* 

Wcte both the golden Indie* mine, 

I'd give both lmfietfbr a tear; 

I'd barter alt hut wbafsdhte. 

Nor shall 1 think the baigda dear. 



It 


J.YH1C FOBMI. 


Book a. 


Thus weeping! urges weeping on j 
In nin dH? mis'ries, hope relief. 

For one drop calls another down. 

Till we are drown'd in seas of grief. 

Then let these useless streams be staid. 

Wear native courage on your face ; 

These vulgar things were never made 
For souls of a superior race. 

If v tis a rugged path you go, 

And thousand lies your steps surround. 

Tread the thorns down, charge through the fae f 
The hardest fight is highest crown'd. 


FEW HAFFY MATCHES, AUG. 1701 . 


1 . 


Say, mighty Love, and teach my aoog 
To whom my sw ee t es t joys belong. 

And who the happy pain 
Whose yieldUw heam. mi ioimwha®di» 
Find hlesringt twisted with their bands, 
To soften all Aeir ernes. 


ti. 


Km the wild herd 

Aa mums leads she ways 
If there he b&nwtdmm di 



FEW HAPPr MATCHES. 


Ivin and oaks may grow and t^inc, 

And be u blest as they. 

Jtf. 

Not sordid souls of earthy mould. 

Who drawn by kindred charms of gold 
To dull embraces move : 

So two rich mountains of Peru 
May rush to wealthy marriage too. 

And make a world of love. 

IV. 

Not the mad tribe that hell inspire^ 

With wanton Barnes ; those raging fires 
The purer bliss destroy : 

On Alma's top let fanes wed. 

And sheets of lightning dress the bed 
1* improve the bunting joy. 

v. 

Nor the dull pairs whose marble forms 
None of the melting passions warns. 

Can mingle hearts and hands : 

Logs of green wood that quench dm coala 
Arc manyM just like Stok-aonls, 

With osiers for their bsmfc. 


Nor minds of melancholy strain. 
Still silent, or that still 
Cm the dear bondage blast 
As well may beartidy 
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VII. 

Nor can the nit* enchantments hold 
Two jarring souls of angry mould. 

The rugged and the keen : 

Samson's young foxes might as well 
In bands of cheerful wedlock dwells 
With firebrands ty'd between. 

VIII. 

Nor let the cruel fetters bind 
A gentle to a savage mind, 

For Love abhqpa the right t 
Loose the fierce tiger from the deer. 

For native rage and native fear 
kite and forbid delight. 

ix. 

Two kindest souls alone must meet j 
•Tis friendship makes the bondage sweet 
And feeds their mutual loves : 

Bright Venus on her foiling throne 
Is drawn by gentlest buds dsa% 

And Cupids yokn she doves. 

TO DAVID POLHILL, ESQ. 
AN EM ST A I, DECEMBER, l70fi. 

Il l% 

ate 



TO DAVtD POLHUl, I1Q. 


frl 


II. 

Nor Kent nor Sussex * should have charms, 
While Liberty with loud Alarms 
Calls you to counsels aid to arms. 

nr. 

Lewis, by fawning slaves ador'd, 

Bids you receive a bascborn lord ; 

Awake your cares, awake your sword. 

IV. 

Factions amongst the Britons^ rise. 

And warring tongues and wild Surikise, 
And hunting Zeal without her eyes. 

v. 

A ease decides the Mind debate ; 

JLesolv'd, • Tii of d i v in er weight 
4 To save the steeple than the state.* 

VI- 

The bold machine | is fbm*d and join'd 
To stretch the qpnseience, and to hind 
The native free dom of the mind. 

vii. 

Your grandsircs* sh a des, with jealom eye. 
Frown down to see their oftpr jng fra 
Careless, aad let their country *», 


[|nl)Naaa. 



6$ LYRIC /POEMS* B*ok //. 

VIII. 

If Trevia* ft^r to let yoq stand 
Against the Caul, with spear in k*ndr— 

At least petition t for the land. 


THE CELEBRATED VICTORY OP THE POLE* 
OVER OSMAN, THE TURKISH EMPEROR. 
IN THE DACIAN BATTLE. 

Translated from C^tairo, b. lv. ode 4> with Ui^e addidoif. 

Oador the <4d, the wealthy, and the strong. 
Cheerful in years, (nor of the heroic Muse 
Unknowing nor unknown) held (air possessions 
Where flows the fruitful Danube : seventy spiiop 
Smil’d on his seed, and aav’aty harvest moons 
Fill’d his wide gran’ries with a ut u mn al joy; 

8tHl h^resum'd -the toil : and Fame reports, 
While he broke up nev ground, and tir’d his plough 
In gAssy funpys, the torn earth disclos'd 
Helmets and swords (bright furmflire of wnr 
Sleeping in nut) and heaps of mighty hones. 

The sun dettendiqg to the western 
Bid him lie deem end test ; he loos’d the ydfa^ 
Yet held his Weary*d omen from their (bod 
With charming numbers and uncommon song. 



THE VICTOtV 0 1 THE FOLKS. 6$ 


Go; fellow- Wren, you may rovt secure 
Or feed beside me ; taste &e greens wA boughs 
That you have long fo r got ; crop die tweqjpberh, 
And grace m safety, while the victor Pole 
Leans on his spear and breathes, yet still his eye 
Jealous and fierce. How forge, old soldier, say, 
How fair a harvest of the slaughter'd Toils 
Screw'd the Moldavian fields t what mighty piles 
Of vast destruction and of Thracian dead 


Till and amaze my eves ? Broad bucklers lie 
(A vain defence) spread o’er the pfribleas WHS, 
Abd coats of scaly <tce1 and habergeon, 

Deep brtri» f d and empiy of Mahometan limbi. 
This the fierce Stfacen wore, (for when a boy, 

I waa their captive, and remind their dram,) 
licit the Poloniatra dreadful march'd afoeg. 

In ktgnar port and regufor array 

Led 00 to conquest : here the Turks* tbHf 

rmmmfmmn tron* ana ih rant orocr ««uk u 

Hm foam bbtidfam, while Ha pup'fows itfrob* 
Pour'dTHIh fitw ti o oj fo jtet| ta ail,‘hdW is Ml, 
nanwi wrtpmn, aou gay m mpm pnw* 

Tbeai tfeo font risen I when the o p tfoi shh 
Wm XtiOm •fMMt'Ufci friUM 


jams causes guns wuv uuyj* ^pmet use jne% 
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The storm of missive steel delay’d a while 
By wise command ; fledg’d arrows on the serve ) 
And pimitar and sabre bore the sM 
Reluctant ; till the hollow brAiyloudt 
Had bellow’d from each quarter of the field 
Loud thunder, and disgorg’d their sulph’rou* fire s 
Then banners wav’d, and arms were mix'd aodi 
arms; 

Then jav'lins answer'd jav’ lint as they fled, . 

For both fled hissing death : *dth adverse edge 
The crooked faulchions met, and hide** mm 
From clashing shields, through the long ranks of Mir 
Clang’d horrible : a thousand iron storm* 

Roar diverse, and in hush confusion drown 
The trumpet's silver sound. O rude effort 
Of harmony ! not all the frocen stoma 
Of dm cold north* when sour’d in ratting h*4 
(ml With inch madness me Norwegian plain, 

Or to torment the car: scarce sounds so far 
The direful fragar, when pome souther* hU* 
Tears from the Alps a aidge of homy mb 
Deep frnfd* and ancient tenants of dninkt 
The may fragment* many a rood sn WaftK 
With hideons crash rolls down the nigged efiff 
Acaittlml* ahM^g is the subject lihe 
Carnap e» Lnajai i ik 1 adficmd vamiros 
Aat num *mim itt Sw «*Uqr Mu 



THE VICTORY OF TUE POLES. tilt 


To neigbb'riftg regions ; rocks sod lofty kill* 

Beat the impetuous echoes sound the sky. 

Uproar, revenge, end rage, and hale, appear 
In all iheir murderous forms ; and flame, and Wood, 
And sweat, and dust, array the trad campaign 
In honor: hasty fret and sparkling eyas, 

And all tjm savage passions of4e sont, 

Engage in the warm hus’ness of the day. 

Here mmgbi^ lands, hut with no friendly gripe* 
Join in she tight aofl beasts in dose embrace. 

But monel as the iron arms of Death s 
Xiereaaofds austere, of perilous command, 

And raAor swift t* obey : bold fries of arms, 
Dreadful to tee and glorious to relate, 

Sbine thioogk the field with mate suipfiriogbright- 

Thaagfitt t fiaghchns or spears. What to edigp bane, 
(Ban bead of warlike ttafc) what mb»y d sn to4 
And paUs unmanly, through ihe hmtle ring. 

And Sodden wrath dies he* 
l*oagdid the fine af earn hndgwdWndti jjkse^ 
Stood theatore nsmfroas Tasks dm rdhdJds 



Or FanMw Ismm, yj* bltimineehg mm 
Whmcmdd bey am* agdpft dtf ttoimtbmm 
Of ite gmmmtk f 
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Rttik the LithutrtnA IkMte 

Drive dotrttopOri them, like t double bolt 
OTUndM mmnfrt tbroughtbe iky 

iMftiAill dli ha ^ 

vu floomni ir0cci9| v ionic umikj Wm&m 

Rem M» MM MMfeMk dsMa drea&fal aeep 

Preci pi tan t, at* klN ahMfe At stream 

Rocks, woods, tf*tMe«t'WMk ai) Hi Mfeiag JtWi, 

Aad tumbles lofty forests bMblMWte the fkk. 

TlAfc fc - -- *«■ SSL — 

S DC DOR INI HMD, IIUUMOb'WqoI «SVf 

Moves like a £fbpe*itffcriMty d&ttd,' 

Aril imitates till* Mtbfref bWr% 

, TIie **-*-■*-.*- " ^LAuRui - ± -_v A. ^ -»-* »■ - | 

sac u ywwn g awm vow. ADuing mjib i 
WkatreWM rftfrtndl hail, vital Aakf-fetf 

jm — — -■ f A..s 'i|A I — -*^*fes. A- . . < J i iL R|U 

as™ irons, me fliiinfa i wmie tnetr conorcs nm 


ffttft tie Hbf rt n rt fc tf tU ri ^tri st arts 
From hostile troops, but with a bnvriHad, 
PabaWK H »om * tettitt the edge of 

.wias.., at .-1*^ . -Ma, «... -sM, .ts.M 

nmnanm omniiu ^osnr, wnrvc msemi nmcnmfly 

inu nsf-r^iW > &533wESV, ocw Kim mm nam 

Thkk eMtmiMMi^v sKbsakht sWb 
> w > » ut dAB R t w m mmsh h w ma . mu aloof, 

V-.n S , T > - -if*-- A- - As 

i w rvnopsne so wsesc siuns u«®? wsm 


we HvOTI OllmTVt WnCn WlfO W1UBH OTNHRmp 

Eager of gkay and , so fate of lift. 

They -here JbWfcMMt oh ft* c h reriMr taef 
AaddMM mm MOMM. That (felNrtu. 


WtfftNfltlk AMM^i hMSHMt 

■-rr rnm-i ritrinr. itV imu 

Loot** »««*«*: dhrt fthW 



THE VICTOXV Of TUB EOLES. (f 


The iKtedtnit fell, the bufc'rQtu ttojgM ton. 

Fled with the wind, the ipsa of UlPf feH> v *»> 
And > letge cloud of Weney qndjwne 
Scat'nog in wild dMo*dBM|Med jdw flfew. 

Not now nor muoh*r, war % fawny Uo* 
Nor high -WIt tii c , pee o P ' U ; ’tip CQWfge figfca, 
’Tii courage fonnuen. • fa «M* few* feB 
(A tpaCK/ntrtfelJty qoc aw0e w 
And weal well Mw f nf dt ra a weatotw pair 
Of y rai n gwi n^d eag le te fr ight e thowpnd dove*. 

V«t mm m daughter, «od the flowVy green 
Drank deep of flawing c te n ww. Vetfwtjwade 
Hw nude ikaU feet cwpwgn. tW.kwgfey 
. thitfe. 


SuacVd «n ifa fad .e^yuipk Honor, lie 
Sapfen, tWrdwmaf fafac’a herd em% 
Opp ra p AH wh jen d n e l — trn end lo ng eigfr tl 

fULAfltAttflyei mil i Cmh iki» «Ja 
Sonin faifefel fafaw i t* m o w'd )fa held, 
Fairn injaw rank* arwedgta, IomI on «* 
Bw ■ A n y m ood. «t the 
A nehlcr Hiheadtnuw 
Bat the krnnd ndw end 


poll w e, flew 


Of Methane, ifenwdM Anfcwefcd 
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Through brake* and thorns, and climb'd tbe craggy 


Bellowing t y&imiy Fate o'ertoob tbe cry, 
And PoUafc tamers clave tbe tlh’rous deer. 

Thus the dire prospect distem fin'd « 6 y soul 
Wwh ewe 4 till tbe bit relics of the ear, 


The thin Edonbnt, flying, bad diielhl'A 
The ghastly plain. I took e near** View* 
Unseemly to the sight, nor to jbWl 
Grateful. What load|4f mangled flesh end limba 
( Aatimml carnage I) bufo’d so reeking gore 
Lay wek'rrag on the gomd, while flitting Ufls 
CesmiMtbe nerves still shW'ring, nor had lo« 
All taste of pein t Here an old Thracian lias 
Deform'd with yean and scan, and grown aloud. 
Torn with fresh wounds, hat inward vhth Ann, 
Forbad 0K •null remove, and chahi it down. 

By tha hard laws of Hatsse to mnam 
Low torment: Us wide eye-balls roll t haatemh 
GnJhi^ with ^gutachsde has hi^riiv fote) 


A o aLmu 1 — -A 

AWWylWB mRHQHB WPg wlB | BUy w— WWIW 

Cay promt*, some m fight ignobly slain, 

Some so Ale does ta Ames u pwar ds nmtfd, 

Still Wane, and proud in die so near sham gnhteo* 

I mov'd am Sir, uni la! at amity kagfe 
Two Waamam youths of vietaa OtPman blood. 
Emended an dm fleU i htadd^jsa^ 

Nor Fdb di vi des dma % hasdjy marrfon both. 
Bosh fiathfolt drown'd in ihoi*» of darts they fell 



THE VICTORY OP THE POLES. frfr 


£ach with his shield spread o*«r his kww’i heart 
Id vain, for oo Chose orbs of friendly bless 
Stood groves of jav'lins j some tins ! too deep 
Were planted there, and through their lovely bosoms 
Made painful avenues for cruel Death. 

0 my dear native land I forgive the toy 

1 dropt oo jbeir w» cheek* whin strong cod* 

Forc'd from my melting eyes the briny dew* 

And paid a sacrifice to hostile virtue : 

Dacia, forgive the sigh that wish'd the souls 
Of those fair infidels, soma humble place 
Among i be bleat'd. * Sleep, sleep ye hapless Fail I* 
Gently I cry*d, * worthy of better fate, 

* And better faith.* Hard by the gen’ral lay. 

Of Saracen descent, a grisly (bra* 

Breathless, yet Pride sat pale upon his front 
In dimppotasmem, with a surly brow * 

Louring in death and vex’d, his rigid jaws, 
Bnambgl wish blond, hit hand abn goliab spent* 
my nmmkn d m m* 

MChwi iaoa.tk.tMMM, 4 m. 


Sftmd irijp h— tth WhffnMaalk^aadftfdt 
See mifrrtbdpiadtdlcsM Ip Hi* 
Bcomcb she tap wife «•»***§ of ta life* 


attdd 
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To their unbounded wishes, and leads on 
Their blind ambition to a shameful end I 
But whkher am I borne 1 this thought of arms 
Fires me in vain to sing to sensltcss built, 

What gen'rpus hone should hear. Break off, my 
soig, 

My baib’rous Muse, be still : immortal deeds 
Must not be thus profan'd in rustic verse : 

The martial trumpet, and the following age. 

And glowing Fame, shall loud rehearse the fight 
In sounds of glory. Lo, the cv'ning star 
Shines o'er the western hill ; my oaen come. 

The well known star invites the lab’rer home. 


TO MU. H 1 NHY fcENDlSH. 

DC AH tu, AUG, 24 , 1705 . 

Th* following tong was yout*t when first i 
posed: the Mad then described the yatnl 
of mankin d. that ia, so he Unmatched* and i 
rim ■eioicea dn w— law < 


Let rintoda in 
fa 

l *? 1 gs Rg*! ***^- n 

s i 



CT*w* wi 


^ so yon 

“mho 
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offence at the febulous dies* of this poem ; nor 
would weaker mind* be scand a l is e d at it, if they 
would give themselves leave to reflect how many 
divine truths are spoken by the holy writers in vi- 
sions and images, parables and 4*eams : nor arc my 
wiser friends ashamed to defend it, since the naira* 
uve is grave, and the moral so just and obvious* 


THE INDIAN PHILOSOPHER, IIP. 3 , 170 $. 


Why should our joys tr ansform to pain ? 
Why gentle Hymen’s silken chain 
A plague of iron prove ? 

Jfeaiwft, *tia st ra y foe charm that binds 
Millions of hands, should leave their minds 
At such a loose from love. 


it* 


In vain 1 sought the i 
Rang'd the wide fields ofNwcM laws. 
And nifd the schools mvsmj 
Than deep hi shougpc WbthpOJMj llpa®$ 
My caul m*f* rod shaft* dm* 


OVr *e 2 Tm«Uv4MS 



MTJfcjC PQEIUi 


M //» 


tt 

TiU on dip Mu of Ganges’ flood, 

Ip a till enfant fpve 1 stood 
lot wooed we design’d. 

IV. 

Hard by a venerable priest, 

Kii'n with hit God, the Sun, from rest, 
Awoke his morning song ; 

Thrice he conjur’d the murm’ring stream ; 
The birth of souls was i31 his theme, 

And halMivine his toaguc. 

v. 

He tang, 1 Th' eternal rolling flame, 

* That vital mass that still the same 

* Does all our mind* compose, 

• But shap’d in twice ten thousand fames, 

« Thence, difl’npg souls, of diff'ring names, 

• And j*nng tempers rose* 

vx. 

* The mighty Pow*r thw fam'd the mind! 

* One mould fa ev’iy t pro dfagp'4 

• And bless’d the wrohp* pfai 

u This be a match me duk n As said) 

• Tim i»m te m* 

• T. icek «bep 

▼I«* 

* But partkgfam these wwm Abode, 

; TWy k« Am feUmi <*£««* 
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4 Ah cruel Chinee and crossing Fates ! 

4 Our eastern souls have dropt their mates 
4 On Europe's barb'rous lands. 

VIII. 

4 Happy the youth that finds the bride, 

4 Whose birth is to his own ally*d, 

4 The sweetest joy of life ; 

4 But oh 1 die crowds of wretched souls 
4 Fetter’d to minds, of different moulds, 

4 And chain’d t* eternal strife !* 

IX. 

Thus sang the wondrous Indian bard, 

My soul with vast attention heard 
While Ganges ceas'd to flow : 

4 Sure then,* I cry*d, 4 might I but see 
4 That gentle nymph, that twmn*d with me, 

4 1 might be happy too. 

x. 

4 Some courteous angel tell me where, 

4 What distant lands thu unknown fair, 

4 Or distant teas, detain ? 

4 Swift as dm vM of Mam mill 
4 ra fly, to meet and audgfe sank 
4 And wear the joyful chlaL* 



I T4 ] 


HAJPPY MAN# 


I. 

Serene at light, is Myron's *09} 

And active as the sun, yet steady as the pole ; 

In manly beauty shines his fee?, 

Ev*ry Muse and ev’ry Trrqpe 
Makes his heart md tQPmfi fy* Kat, 

His heart profusely gpQfj his tongue divinely sweet. 
Myron, the wonder of our eyes, 

Behold his manhood scarce begun. 

Behold hit race of virtue ran, * 

Behold the god of glory won, 

Nor Fast* denies the merit, nor withholds the prize ; 
Her silvei trumpets, hb renown proclaim i 
The lands where iribhg never flew. 

Which neither Rome nor Athens knew. 

Surly Japan and rich Peru 
In barb'rous songs p rooooncc she Britiakr hero's 
name : 

* Airy bliss,* the hero ap'd, 

* May feed the tympaop oTpeid* 

4 But healthy took worn haver bund 

* To live on wp i nto and wad* 

Up 

Lot at has honorable feet 



TUI HAPPY MAY, 


15 


Blessings with ltvith hand the pom 
Gather'd from the Indian coast t 
Not Danae’s lap could equal treasures boat 
When Jove came down in golden shenfrs. 

He looked and UMrh'd his eyes away. 

With high disdain I heard him say 
* Bliss is not made of glitt’ring clay. 

III. 

Now Pomp and Graudeuf c*m his httd 
With scutcheods, arms, and cnsi g n i, spread $ 

Gay magnificence and state, 

Guards and chariots at his gate, 

And slaves in endless order round Us able wife $ 
They learn the dictaes of Us eyes. 

And now they fill and now they rise. 

Watch ev’ry moth* of *rir M, 

Hang on his lips with moil bbpded seal, 

With swift ambition seize <h* nniaish‘d avoid# 
And the command UMK. 

Tir’d with the trtfa that gUudrar brings, 

He drapt a tc* mi pity*d hUp. 

SeeU A^lLreroo^fTsb^*^ 

M immBrn lfl 

Ton’d all her attfeip indi mfkm mi 
By slow degrees €ro*a aCharwt 4 
Changing the h*p ihft §m 

m-sr.nzr: jtfa 4* Hi* so afasa 
And sake aapm afhia have. 
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Fruits and rich wine, and scenes of lawless love. 
Each with utmost luxury strove 
To treat their favourite best ; 

But sounding strings, and fttfos, and wine, 

And lawless love, in vain combine 
To make his virtue sleep, or lull his soul to rest, 
v. 

He saw the tedious round, and, with a sigh, 
Pronounc'd the world but vanity. 

* In crowds of pleasure still 1 find 

* A gainful solitude of mind, 

* A vacancy within, which sense can ne'er supply. 

* Hence, and be gone, ye flatt’ring snares, 

* Ye vulgar charms of eyes and ears, 

4 Y^tttperforaung prambexs ! 

4 Be all my baser passions dead, 

4 And base d tri ret by Nature made 

* For animals and boys s 

4 Man has a relish mote refin'd, 

4 Souls are for social Miss deriv'd, — 

* Give me a blessing fit so match my mind, 

* A kiadieAooul aa danhle and so sheet my joys.' 

VI. 

Myrrha appear’d) aestaa her soul 

And active as the nu^ yes itaady as the pole ; 

£v*sy Item aad ev^ry Gases 


TO DAVID rOlKUt, ESQ. 


11 


Myrrha, the loader of hit eye*, 

His heart recoil'd with sweet surprise. 
With jovs unknown before ; 

His soul dissolv'd, in pleasing pain, 
Flow’d to his eyes and look'd again. 
And could endure no more. 

‘ Enough,' th' impatient hero cries, 
And seiz'd her to his breast ; 

• I seek no more below the skies ; 

* I give my slaves the vest.' 


TO DAVID POLHILL, ESQ. 

AN ANSWER TO AN INFAMOUS SATIRE, 
CALLED, 1 ADVICE TO A PAINTER,* 
WRITTEN BY A NAMELESS AUTHOR 
AGAINST RING WILLIAM THE THIRD 

OP GLOEiaVB MEMORY, 1698 . 

SIR, 

When yon put this satire into my hand, yon 
gave me the Der atio n of employing my pen to an* 
aver so detestable a writing ; which might be done 
much more effectually by your known coal far she 
interest of his Majesty, your coo u s et s and your 
courage employed in tha defence of your hug and 
country i ond sines you provoked me id wmie, 
voo will accept of them effotu of my loyally u 
WATTS* VOL. IW ft 
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TS 

the best of kings, addressed to one of the most 
zealous of bis subjects, by 

SIR, 


Your most obedient servant, 

X. w. 


PART I. 


And must the hero that redeem'd our land 
Here in the front of vice and scandal stand ? 

The man of wondrous soul that scorn’d his ease. 
Tempting the winters and the faithless seas. 

And paid an annual tribute of his life 
To guard hit England from the Irish knife. 

And crush the French dragoon? must william’s 


name. 

That brightest star that gilds the wings of Fame, 
William, the brave, the pious, and the just. 
Adorn these gloomy scenes of tyranny and lust ? 
PolhillI my blood boils high, my spirits" 
flame) 

Can your tea) sleep, or are your passions tame, > 
Nor caU r eveng e and darkness on the poet's 

Why smoke ike skies not, why no tkonden roll. 
Nor kmdheg Ughtsnags bhst his guilty soul ? 

And five hit sub jmtt with a rebel flame. 



TO DAVIO fOLHIlL, E SCI* 
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To call the painter to' his black designs. 

To draw our guardian's face in hellish lines. 
Painter, beware I the monarch can be shown 
Under no shape hut angels or his own, 
Gabriel or william on the British throne. 
O I could my thought but grasp the vast design, 
And words with infinite ideas join, 

I'd rouse Apelles from his iron sleep, 

And bid him trace the warrior o'er the deep : 
Trace him, Apelles, o'er the Belgian plain. 
Fierce how he climbs the mountains of the slain, 
Scati'riag just vengeance through the red cam- 
paign ; — 

Then dash the canvas with a Aping stroke. 

Till it be lost in clouds of file and smoke. 

And say, *Twas thus, the eooqu*rar through the 
squadrons broke. 

Mark him spin, emerging from the cloud 
Far from his tsoof** there like a rock be stood. 
Has country's sing)* harrier in a sea of blood. 
Calmly be leaves the pleasures of a tbrune 
And his Maria weep**— -whilst alone 
He wards the late of nations and provokes his 


But Hcav»n teems its champion: o'er the field 
Fhint hov'iigg tnyls though they lie najrvsFd? 

*• L. 1 Jl L M * . t . 


14% 


No*. hU> pool, Mhiaaovilc, 
Mark bow ike rkkatritk joffal lame raik, 
c V 



so 


L vatic routs* 


Book 11. 


Then imitate the glory ; on the strait, 

Spread half the nation, longing till he land. 
Wash off the blood, and take a peaceful leant,-— j 
All red the warrior* white thPrakpr paint,-— j 
Abroad a hero, and at home a rant. * 

Throne him on high upon a shining seat, 

Lust and profaneness dying at his feet ; ( 

While round his head the laurel and the olive! 


The crowns of war and peace, -and may they blow 
With flow'ry blessings ever on his brow 1 
At his right hand pile up the English laws 
In sacred volumes ; thence the monarch draws 
His wise and just commands 
Rise, ye old sagos of the British isle. 

On the fair tablet cast a sev'iend anile, 

And bless the piece : these statutes ore your own, 
That sway die cottage, and direct the throne : 
People and print*, are one in wrr liam’s name. 
Their joya, their dangers, and their laws the some- 
Let Liberty and Right, with plumes display’d,^ 
Clap their glad wings aro un d their guavdian'sf 
head, d 

Religion o'er the rest her starry pinions spread, ) 
Religion guards him ; round th* imperial quean 
Place waiting Virtue, each of hcav'nly mien : 
imn their bri ght air, aad paint tr bon b» eyes ; 
The just, the bold, the temp*me» and the wise. 
Dwell in has looks % majestic bat serene j 
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Sweet with no fondness ; cheerful but not vein ; 
Bright, without terror ; great, without disdain. 

His soul inspires us what his lips command, 

And spreads his brave example through the land. 

Not so the former reigns - 

Bend down his earth to each afflicted cry, 

Let beams of grace dart gently from his eye ; 

But the bright treasures of his sacred breast 
Arc too divine, too vast, to be exprest : 

Colors must fail, where words and numbers faint. 
And leave the hero's heart, for thought alone to 
paint. 


PART XI. 

Now Mum, pursue the satyrist again, 

Wipe off the blots of his envenom'd pen. 

Hark how he bids the servile painter draw 
In monstrous shapes the patrons of our law : 

At one slight dash, he cancels cv*ry name. 

From the white rolls of honesty arid fame : 

This iciibbling wretch marks all, he meets, for 
knave. 

Shoots sudden bolts, promiscuous, at the base and 
brave. 

And wuh unpardonable malice sheds, 

Pouon and spite on undtsunguish'd heads. 

Painter, forbear ! or if thy bolder hand 
Dares to attempt the villains of the land, — 



IYMC 


Book It. 


82 

J)r*w fifst this poet, like some baleful Mar 
With silent influence shedding civil war,— 

Or factious trumpeter, — whose magic sound 1 
Calls off the subjects to the bottlfe ground > 
And scatters hellish feuds the nations round. J 
These are the imps of hell, that cursed tribe 
That first create the plague and then the pain de- 
scribe. 

Draw next above, the great ones of oar isle,— 
Still, from the good, distinguishing the vile; 

Seat •cm in pomp*. in grandeur and command. 
Feeling the subject! with a greedy hand : 

Faint forth the knaves that have the nations sold, 
And tinge their greedy looks with sordid gold : 
Mark what a selfish faction undermines 
The pious monarch’s generous designs. 

Spoil their own native land as v i p ers do. 

Vipers that tear their mother's bowels through. 
Let great Nassau ben ea th a careful crown, > 
Mournful in majesty, look gently down, > 
Mingling toft pity with an awful frown. J 

He grieves to me how long in vain be strove \ 
To make us hlem'd, how vain his labon prove f 
To mue the mobhora W be c o nrirjrra di tog 
love. J 
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30 TMt DISCOM'lENTIO AMD UMOVltT% 
Imitated partly from Casimire, Lib. to. Od. 15. 

Varia ! there's nothing here that’s free 
From wearisome anxiety. 

And the whole round of mortal joys 
With short possession tires and cloys. 

9 Tit a dull circle that we tread, 

Just from the window to the bed : 

We rise to see and to be seen, 

Ga/c on the world awhile, and then 
We yawn, and stretch to sleep again. 

But Fancy, that uneasy guest, 

Still holds a lodging in our breast ; 

She finds or fames vexation still, 

Herself the greatest plague wc feel. 

We take strange pleasure in our pain. 

And make a mountain of a grain ; 

Assume the load, and pant and sweat 
Beneath th* imaginary weight. 

With our dear selves wc live at strife i 
While the most constant scenes of life 
From peevish humors are not firce 
Still we affect variety. 

Bather than pais an easy day 
We fret and chide the hours away. 

Grow weary of this circling sun. 

And vex'd that he should ever run 
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The same old track ; and still, and still 
Rise red beyond yon eastern hill, 

And chide the moon that darts her light 
Through the same casement evty night. 

We shift our chambers and our homes. 
To dwell where trouble never comes. 
Sylvia has left the city crowd, 

Against the court exclaims aloud, 

Plies to the woods j a hermit-saint ! 

She loathes her patches, pins, and paint g 
Dear diamonds from her neck are torn ; 
But humor that eternal thorn, 

Sticks in her bean , she’s hurry'd still, 
v Twixt her wild passions and her will ; 
Haunted and hagg'd where'er she roves, 
By purling streams, and silent groves, 

Or with her Furies, or her Loves. 

Then our own native land we hate. 
Too cold, too windy, or too wet ; 

Change the thick climate, and repair 
To France or Italy for air. 

In vain we change, in vain we fly : 

Co, Sylvia, mount the whirling sky. 

Or nde upon the feather'd wind. ' 

In vain, if this diseased mind 
Clings fast, and still sits close behind \ 
Faithful disease, that never fells 
Attendance at her lady's aide, 

0\cr the desert or the tide* 

On rolling wheels or flying nils. 



TO JOHN HART OF?, ISQ. U 

Happv the soul that Virtue shows 
To fix the place of her repose, 

Needless to move ; for she can dwell 
In her own grandsire's hall as well ; 

Virtue, that never loves to roam. 

But sweetly hides herself at home. 

And easy on a native throne 
Of humble turf, sits gently down. 

Yet should tumultuous storms ante. 

And mingle earth, and seas, and skies. 

Should the waves swell and make her roll 
Across the line or near the pole 
Still she v a at peace \ for well she knows 
To launch thesueam that Duty shows. 

And make her home where'er she goes* 

Bear her ye teas upon your breast. 

Or waft her, winds, from east to west 
On the soft air , she cannot find 
A couch so easy as her mind. 

Nor breathe a climate half so kind. 

TO JOHN HARTOPF, ESQ. AFTER WARQf 
SIR JOHN HARTOPF, RARE* 

Cssimre, Book 1. Ode 4. mitmted* 
YWcjvcsad* venns jatevtt, Ire. JulyftOH 
t. 

Live, my dear hartopp I live so-dqr. 

Nor let the son look down and my 
* Inglonout here he Urns' 



*6 


LYRIC POEMS. 


took II. 


Shake off your ease, and send your name 
To immortality and fame. 

By ev'ry hour that flies. 

II* 

Youth's a soft scene, but trust her not ; 

Her airy minutes, swift as thought, 

Slide off the slipp'ry sphere : 

Moons with their months make hasty rounds. 
The sun has pass'd his vernal bounds, 

And whirls about the year. 

ill* 

Let folly dress in green and red, 

And gird her waist with flowing gold, 

Knit blushing road round her head, 

Alas I the gaody colours fade, 

The garment waxes old. 

Hartofp ) mark the wtth'ring rose. 

And the pale gold how dim it shows 1 
IV. 

Bright and lasting bliss below 
Is all romance and dream ; 

Only the joys, celestial, flow 
In an eternal stream. 

The pleasures that the smiling day 
With large sight hand bettows. 

Falsely her left, conveys away, 

And shuffles in our woca. 

So hive I men a 

And ctott tor aU, (told, 

She g*ve and wok a wjr mraf. 

The info* cry*d and ail’d. 



TO THOMAS GtJNSTON, ESQ. 9f 

V. 

Airy Chance and iron Fate 
Hurry and vex our mortal state. 

And all the race of ills create ; 

Now fiery joy, now sullen grief. 

Commands the reins of human life, 

The wheels impetuous roll j 

The harness'd hours and minutes strive. 

And days with stretching pinions drive — 

Down fiercely on the goal. 

VI. 

Not half so fast the galley flies 
O'er the Venetian sea, 

When sails, and ours, and lab’iing skiet, 

Contend to make her way. 

Swift wings for all the flying hours 
The GOD of time prepares, 

The rest lie still yet in their nest, 

And grow for future yean. 

TO THOMAS CUHSTOK, tSQ. HAFPY SOLI- 
TUDE, 1700. 

CASIMIBE, BOOK IV. ODE IS. IMITATED, 

t. 

Tn«aoi«r 

Ttel *mU «ho> mi flw 

Vkto, ant cmr*, Ml wmpmy. 
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Gunston 1 the lark dwells iu her nest 
Till she ascend the skies, 

And in my closet, 1 could rest, 

Till to the hcav’ns I rise. 

ii. 

Yet they will urge 1 This private life 
4 Can never make you blest, 

4 And twenty doors are still at strife 
4 T* engage you for a guest.’ 

Friend ! should the tow’rs of Windsor or White* 
hall 

Spread open their inviting gates 
To make my entertainment gay, — 

I would obey the royal call, 

But short should be my stay, 

Since a diviner service waits 

T' employ my hours at home, and better fill the day* 

in* 

When I within myself re tr eat , 

1 shot my doors against the great, 

My busy eyeballs inward roll, 

And there with large survey, X see 
AH the wide theatre of me, 

And view the various scams of my retiring soul ; 
There I walk o'er the mates 1 have mod ; 

While hope and fimr are in a doubtful strife 

Whether this open efbfc 

Be acted otH, m frit the p lau dit of my GOD. 



TO THOS. GUNSTON, ESQ. 


IV. 

There's a day hait'ning ('tis an awful day !) 

When the GR£AT SOVEREIGN shall at large 
review 

All that we speak, and all we do,— 

The sev'ral part* we act on this wide stage of clay : 
These he approves, and those he blames, 

And crowns perhaps a porter, and a prince he damns. 
0 1 if the JUDGE from His tremendous seat 
Shall not condemn what I have done, 

I shall be happy though unknown, 

Nor heed the gazing rabble, nor the shouting street, 
v. 

I hate the glory. Friend f that springs 
From vulgar breath and empty sound 
Fame, mounts her upward with a flau'ring gale 
Upon her airy wings, 

TUI Envy shoots, and Fame receives the wound ; 
Then her ftigging pinions fail,— 

Down Glory falls, and strikes the ground. 

And breaks her batter'd limbs. 

Rather let me be quite conceal'd from Fame : 

How happy 1 should tie 
In sweet obsc uri ty. 

Nor the tad world pronmmee m y tittle name I 
Here 1 could live aaddatatae* 

Or if society he due 

To keep our mate of pteamm new, 

Guasioo ) Pd tive and di* vfeh yon, 

For both our souls are one. 
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VI. 

Here we could sit end pass the hour. 

And pity kingdoms and their kings, r 
And smile at all their shining thing*, 

Their toys of state and images of pow'r : 
Virtue should dwell within our seat, 

Virtue alone could make it sweet ; 

Nor is herself secure, but in a close retreat. 
While she withdraws from public praise. 

Envy perhaps would cease to rail. 

Envy itself may innocently gaze 
At Beauty in a veil ; 

But if she once advance to light. 

Her charms are lost in Envy's sight. 

And Virtue stands the mark of universal spite. 


TO JOHN HARTOPP, ESQ. (AFTER WARDS 
SIR JOHN HARTOPP, BART.) 

THE DISDAIN* 1700. 


H^topp 1 I km the soul, that dares 
Tread the temptations of his yean 
B awd bis youthful feet : 
Fleetwood, and all thy heav*nly line. 
Look through dm amis ad smile Mm 
Upon an heir an great. 



LP1S1LF TO M1T10. M 

Young Hart op p knows this noble them#, 

That the wild scenes of busy life, 

The noise, th* amusements, and the strife. 

Arc but the visions of the qight, 

Gay phantoms of delusive light, 

Or a vexatious dream. 

ii. 

Flesh is the vilest, and the least 
Ingredient of our frame : 

We’re bom to live above the beast, 

Or quit the manly name. 

Pleasures of sense we leave for boys * 

Be shining dust the miser’s food ; 

Let Fancy feed on fame and noise,— 

Souls mutt pursue diviner joys, 

And seise th* immortal good. 


f <0 NIT J O, MY PR1SVD. 

A if EPISTLE. 

Forgive me, Mitio, that there should be any 
mortifying lines in the following poems inscribed 
to you, so mod after poor entrance into that start, 
which wat d esig n ed for the compksm happiness 
on earth : baa ym will quickly footer, «iuu tbc 
Mate in the But p y , only mprawni iba abate 
and daHt cfo that mckndboly shmrsopon love 
and the tfoUil « fhn mcon d, p erhaps , she 
m3 
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indulges her Own bright ideas a little ; yet if the 
accounts are but well balanced at last, and things 
let in a due light, I hope there is no ground for 
censure. Here you will' find an^ttempt made, to 
talk of one of the most important concerns aff 
human nature, in verse, and that with a solemnity, 
becoming the argument. 1 have banished grimace 
and ridicule, that persons of the most serious cha- 
racter may read without offence. What was 
Written several years ago to yourself, is now per- 
mitted to entertain the world i but you may assume 
it to yourself, as a private enteftaiameat still, 
while you lie concealed behind a feigned name. 

PART I. 

Tfc* MOVfcltlNC-PlECS. 

Life’s a long tragedy ; this globe the stage. 
Well fix’d ana Well adorn'd with str on g machines. 
Gay fields, and skies, and sms ; the actors many. 
The plot immense : adfightof demons sit 
On ev’ry sailing cload with fatal purp o s e, - ■ 

And shoot terms the se em s , ten thousand a— a 
Perpetual and unman, headed with pain. 

With sorrow, mtiuny, di sea s e, and deaths 
The pointed plagues fly silent thro* the air, 

Mar mugs the how, yet asm, and deep the wou nd . 

Hiinthn acts her link pmhbot, 

Mar wMhet annum*: fc! sbegjidai 
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Single, thro’ all the storm, and more secure s 
Less are her dangers, and her breast receives 
The fewest darts* 4 But O my lov’d Manila, 

* My sister, once my friend, (Dianthe cries) 

* How much art thou expos'd 1 thy growing soul 

* Doubled in wedlock, multiply’d in children, 

4 Stands but the broader mark for all the misfhjefs 
4 That rove promiscuous o'er the mortal stage*. 20 
4 Children 1 those dear young limbs, those ten- 
4 d'/est pieces 

* Of your own flesh, those little, other-selves, 

* How they dilate the heart to wide dimensions,— 
4 And soften cv'ry fibre to improve 

4 The mother's sad capacity of pain ! — 

4 I mourn Fidelio too, tho' Hcav’n has chose 
4 A fat ’me mate for him, of all her sex 
4 The pride and flow’r : how blcasM the lovely pair 

* Beyond expression, if well-mingled loves, 

4 And woes well-mingled, could improve our bits* ! 
4 Amidst the rugged cares of life, behold 31 
4 The father and the husband, flatt'riog names 
4 That spread his title and* enlarge his shair 
4 Of common wretchedness. He foifidly hopes 
4 To multiply his joys, but ev’ry hour 
4 Renews the disappointment and the smart. 

4 There, not a wound afflicts the nxanesr joint 
4 Of his fair-partper or her infant-train, 

4 (Sweet babes !) te pierces to his inmost soul. 

4 Strange k thy poC*r O Uvi f What oust* rot** 
4 veins, 40 
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* And arteries, and arms, and hands, and eyes 

* Are link'd and fasten'd to a lover's heart, 

* By strong, but secret strings 1 vain attempt 

' We put the Stoic on, in vat* we tty 

4 To break the ties of Nature and of blood ; 

4 Those hidden threads maintain the dear comma* 
4 Inviolably firm ; their thrilling motions, [nion 
4 Reciprocal, give endless sympathy, 

4 In all the bitters, and the sweets of life. 

4 Thrice happy man, if pleasure only, knew 50 
4 These avenues of love to reach our souls, 

4 And pain had never found 'em !* 

Thus sung the tuneful maid, fearful to try 
The bold expeiiment. Oft Daphnis came. 

And oft Narcissus, rivals of her heart, 
louring her eyes Vith trifles dipt in gold. 

And the gay silken bondage. Firm she stood. 
And bold repulsed the bright temptation still. 

Nor put the chains on, dangerous to try 
And hard to be dissolv'd; yet rising tears 
Sat on her eyelids, while h«f numbers flow'd 
Harmonious sorrow ; and tfcfe pitying drops 
Stole down hev checks to mourn the hapless state 
Of mortal love; t ovt ! thou best blessing sen$ 
To soften life, and make our iron caret 
Easy ; but thy own caves of softer kind. 

Give sharper wounds j they lodga too oear the 
Beat lake tl he pulse petfet u J, |d create [heart, 
A strange uneasy sense, a tem p ting pain. 


70 
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(For thou art learned now,) what anxious thoughts, 
What kind perplexities, tumultuous rise, 

If but the absence of a day divide 
Thee from thy fair beloved ! Vainly smiles 
The cheerful sun, and night with radiant eyes 
Twinkles in vain ; the region of thy soul 
Is darkness, till thy better star appear. 

Tell me whit toil, what torment, to sustain 
The rolling burden of tbe tedious hours ? 

The tedious hours are ages ; fancy roves 80 
Restless in fond inquiry, nor believes 
Charissa safe ; Charms, in whose life. 

Thy life consists,— and in her comfort, thine. 

Fear and surmise, put on a thousand forms 
Of dire disquietude, and, round thine ears 
Whisper ten thousand dangers, oodles* woes 
Til) thy frame shudders at her faney'd death, 

IVn dies my Mttio, and his blood creeps cold 
Thro* tv’ry vein. Speak 1 does the stranger Muse 
Cast happy gur^o at th« unknown passion, 90 
Or has she fabled all ? — Inform me, friend. 

Are half shy joys sincere ? Thy hopes fulfill'd. 
Or frustrate ? Here commit thy secret griefs 
To faithful cits, and be they burp'd here. 

In friendship and oblivion, less they spot! 

Thy new-born pleasures with distasteful gall j 
Nor ht thine eye, too greedily drink in 
The frightful pro ag set , when untimely death 
Shall make wild Swede quo parent's heart. 

And his dm offspring, to the cruel grave 100 
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Are dragg'd, in sad succession, while his soul 
Is torn away piece-meal : thus dies the wretch 
A various death, and frequent, erqJa© quit 
The theatre, and make his exit final*. 

But if his dearest half, his faithful mate* 
Survive, and in the sweetest, saddest airs 
Of love, and grief, approach with trembling hand* 
To clo* his swimming eyes, — yhat double pang*. 
What racks, what twinges, rend his heart-strings oft 
From the fair bosom of that fellow-dove, 1 10 
He leaves behind to moqrn l— what jealous cares 
Hang on his parting soul, to think his love 
Expos’d to wild oppression, and the herd 
Of savage men So parts the dying* turtle, — 
With sobbiqg accents, with such sad regret, 

J^caves his kintfefaatberM mate : the widow bird 
Wanders in lonesome shades, — forgets her food, — 
Forgets her Ufe,-«<or falls a speedirr prey 
To talon’d falcons, and the crooked beak 
Of hawks, athirst for blood ISO 


PART II. 

OR TUB BRIGHT VISION. 

Ttirs far, the Muse in unamiwom'd mood 
And strains, unplcasing to a M car. 
Indulg'd c gloom of thcbght* and thus she sang 
Plnialj fcrttelandttly’s hateful km 
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Stood by in sable robe : the pensive Mute 
Survey'd the darksome scenes of life, and sought 
Some bright relieving glimpse, some cordial ray. 

In the fair world of love ; but, while she gaz’d 
Delightful, on the state of twin-born souls 
United, bless’ d — the cruel shade apply'd 10 
A dark long tube, and a false tinctur'd glass 
Deceitful, blending love and life at once 
In darkness, chaos, and the common mass 
Of mis’ry : — now Urania feels the cheat. 

And breaks the ha|ed optic in disdain. 

Swift vanishes the sullen form, and lo 
The scene shines bright with bliss. Beheld the 
place ! 

Where mischiefs never fly, cares never coine 
With wrinkled brow, nor anguish, nor disease. 

Nor Mai ice* Corky -tongu’d. On M dear spot, 20 
Mitio, my love would fix and plantjby station, 

To act thy part of life serene, and Ras’d 
With i!k fair consort, fitted to thy heart. 

*e, 'tis a vision of that happy grove, 

Where the first authors of our mournful race 
liv’d in sweet partnership ; one hour they liv'd. 
But chang’d the tasted hlisa (imprudent pair I) 

For sin, and shame, and this wane wilderness 
Of briers, and mat hundred yeasv of pain. 

1 he wishing Mot, new d re ste a the Bar garden 30 
Amid this demit uprld with budding him. 

And e v er green s , and balms, and flow'iy beauties. 
Without one dangfiems tmqg test heav*nly dews. 



98 


LYRIC POEMS. 


Book II. 


Nightly descending, shall impearl the grass 
And verdant herbage ; drops of firagrancy 
Sit trembling on the spires ; the spicy vapors 
Rise with the dawn, and thro' thwair diffus’d, 
Salute your waking senses with perfume, 

While vital fruits, with their ambrosial juice. 
Renew life’s purple flood and fountain, pure 49 
From vicious taint, and with your innocence, 
Immortalize the structure of yOtfr clay. 

On this new Paradise the cloudless skies 
Shall smile perpetual, while the lamp of day 
With flames unsully’d (as the* Cabled torch 
Of Hymen) measures out your golden hours 
Along his azure road. The nuptial moon 
la milder rays serene, should nightly rise 
Full orb'd, (if Hpav'n and Nature will indulge 
So fair an emblbm,) big with silver joys, 50 
And still farm her wane. The feather’d choir. 
Warbling theft MAKER’S praise on early wing, 
Of, perch'd on evening bough, shall join your 
worship, 

Jdln your sweet vespers, and fhe morning song. 

O sacred symphony ; Hark, thro* the grove 
2 hear the sound divine I Tut all attention. 

All ear, all ecstacy \ unknown delight I 
Aud the fear Muse proclaims the heav*n below. 

Not the asraphie minds of h^b degree. 

Disdain converse with men: again fenaraing, 

I see th* ethereal boat on downward vim: 


$0 
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Guardians, commission'd to convey their joys 
To earthly lovers. Go, ye happy pair, 

Go taste their banquet, learn the nobler pleasure* 
Supernal, and from brutal dregs refin'd, 

Raphael shall teach thee, friend, exalted thoughts 
And intellectual bliss. ’Tv as Raphael taught 
The Patriarch of our progeny th 1 affairs 
Of hcav'n ; (so Milton tings, enlighten'd third ! 70 
Nor miss'd his eyes, when in sublnmest strain. 

The angel's great narration he repeats 
T o Albion's sons high favour’d ;) thou shah leant 
Celestial lessons from hts awful tongue. 

And with soft grace and interwoven lou-% 
(Grateful digression !) all hit words rehearse 
To thy C barista's car, and charm her soul. 

Thus, with divine discourse in shady bov’rt 
Of Eden, our first father entertain'd 
Eve, his sole auditress, and deep dilute, £0 
With conjugal caresses on her lip, 

-Solv’d easy, and abstruse* thoughts revest'd. 

Now the day vein apace, now Mftsn comet 
From bis bright tutor, and finds oughts mate. 
Behold the deer associates seated low 


On humble turf, with rose and myrtle strew'd. 

But high (heir co nfe r en c e 1 How aelf-suffic’d 
Lives their ETERNAL MAKER, ©n wound 
With glories; tim'd wash Men; and His 
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With rev'rence, and abasement, deep they fall 
Before the sov'reicn Majesty, to pay 
Due worship ; then, His mercy lb their souls 
Smiles with a gentler ray, but sov’ reign still. 

And leads their meditation and discourse 
Long ages backward, and across the seas 
To Bethlehem of Judah : there the SON, 

The filial GODHEAD, character express 
Of brightness inexpressible, laid by 100 

His beamy robes, and made descent to earth. 

Sprang from the sons of Adam, He became 

A second father, studious to regain 

Lost Paradise for men, and purchase heiv'n. 

The lovers, with endearment mutual, thus 
Promiscuous talk'd, and questions intricate. 

His manly judgment, still resolv’d, and still 
Held her attention fix'd : she, musing sat, 

On the sweat mention of incarnate Love,— 

Till rapture wak'd her voice to softest strains. 1 10 
1 She wn 4 The infun GOD, (mysterious theme I) 

* How wla his birth-place, and His cradle vile ! 

* The os and ass, Hit mean companions $ there 
4 In habit vile, the shepherds flock around, 

* Saluting the gnat Mother, and adore 

* Israel's anointed KING, th» appointed HEIR 
4 Of the citation. How debas'd Ha lies 

4 Beneath His vagal stale, for time, my Mitio, 

,* Debat'd in aenrik form ; but angels stood 119 

* Mtmst'ring round their charge with folded vim 
« Obsequious, the? dhiig ; while lightso— hocus 
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* Fulfill'd the day, and the grey ev'ning rose s 

* Then the fair guardians, bov'ring o’er His head, 

4 Wakeful all night, drive the foul spirits far,— 

4 And with their Cuming pinions, purge the air 

4 From busy phantoms, from infectious damps 
4 And impure taint ; while their ambrosial plumes, 
4 A dewy slumber on his senses shed. 

4 Alternate hymns the heav'nly watchers sung 
4 Melodious, soothing the surrounding shades, ISO 
4 And kept the darkness chaste and holy t then 
4 Midnight was charm’d, and all her gazing eves 
4 Wondei'd, to sec their mighty MAKER sleep. 

4 Behold the glooms dispene, the rosy Morn 

* Smiles in the east with eyelids op'ning fair, 

4 But not so fair as thine. O ! I could fold trip, 
4 My young Almighi v, my CaEATOa-babe, 

4 For ever in these arms I for ever dwell 
4 Upon Thy lovely form with gaaing joy, 

4 And ev*ry pulse should beat seraphic love 1 140 
4 Around my seat, should crowding cherubs come 
4 With swift ambition, aealous to attend 
4 Their Paine a, and form a Wi below the 
4 sky.* 

44 Forbear, Charima, O fo r be ar the thought 
41 Of fomole foodnem, andforgfoa the man 
44 That interrupts such melting hurannny **» 

Thus Mitus and awakes her nob l es pov’rt 
To puy jure wo rs hip to the sacred Kmc, 

JESUS the GOO pernor wish devotion pure. 
Mis the casumm of bet sate res i 150 

t 
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(Vain blandishment ]) ‘ Come, turn thine eyes aside 
■ From Bethle'em, and climb up the doleful steep 
4 Of bloody Calvary, where naked, sculls 
4 Pave the sad road, and frigh#the traveller.— 

4 Can my beloved bear to trace the feet 

* Of her REDEEMER, panting up the hill 

4 Hard burden’d ? can thy heart attend His cross ? 
4 Nail'd to the cruel wood Hk groans, — H r dies, 

4 For thee He dies 1 Beneath thy sins and mint 
4 (Horrible load !) the sinless SAVIOUR groans, 

4 And in fierce anguish of His soul expires. 161 
4 Adoring angels pry with bending head, 

4 Searching the deep contrivance, and admire 
4 This infinite design. Here peace is made 
4 'Twixt COD the Sov’reign, and the rebel man-, 

* Here Satan, overthrown with all his hosts, 

4 In second ruin rages and despairs ; 

4 Malice itself despairs. The captive prey, 

4 Long held in slav'ry, hopes a sweet release, 

4 And Adam's ruin'd offspring shall revive, 170 
4 Thus ransom'd from th fryccd y jaws of Death. 1 

The fur dudplc heard ; her passions move 
Harmonious to the great discourse, and breathe 
Refin'd devotion, while new smiles of love 
Repay her rcacher. Both, with bended knees. 
Read o'er the cov’nant of eternal life 
Brought down to men, seal'd by the sacred THREE 
In heav*n, and seal'd ou earth with GOD's own 
blood: 

Mere they unite these name* again, and sign 
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Those peaceful articles. (Hail, Mess'd co-heir* 
Celestial ! ye shall grow to manly age, 181 
And spite of earth and hell, in season due. 

Possess the fair inheritance above.) 

With joyous admiration they survey 
The gospel treasures infinite, unseen , 

By mortal eye, by mortal ear unheard, 

And unconceiv'd by thought ; riches divine, 

And honors, which tb’ almighty FATHER GOD 
Pour'd with immense profusion on His SOtf, 
High-treasurer of heav’n. The SON bestows 190 
The life, the love, the blessing, and the joy. 

On bankrupt mortals, who believe and love 
His name. 44 Then my Charista all is thine 

* And thine, my Mitio,' the fair saint replies. 

* Life, death, the world below, and worlds on high, 

* And place and time are ours, and things to come, 

* And past and present; for our int'rest standi 

* Firm in our mystic Head, the title sore. 

4 ’Tis for our health and sweet refreslrment, while 

* We sojourn strangest here, the fruitful earth If 00 
4 Bears plenteous, a mi revolving seasons still 

4 Dress her vast globe in various ornament : 

4 For us, this cheerful sun and cheerful light 
4 Diurnal shine ; this blue expeae of sky, 

4 Hangs a rich canopy above our heads, 

* Covering pur slumbers, all with starry gold, 

4 Inwrought, when night alternate* her return s 

* For us. Time wears his wings out ; Nature keeps 
4 Her wheels in motion, and her fabric stands. 

i If 



LYftXC POEMS. 


1*4 


Bodkth 


4 Glories beyond our ken of mortal sight 21* 

* Are now preparing, and a mansion fair 

* Awaits us, where the saints unbody’d live, 

* Spirits releas'd from clay aqjLpurg'd from sin : 

* Thither our hearts with most incessant wish 

* Panting aspire ; — When shall that dearest hour 
4 Shine and release us hence, and bear us high, 

4 Bear us at once unsever'd, to our better home ?* 
O bless'd connubial state 1 O happy pair, 
Envy*d by, yet unsociated, souls 
Who seek their faithful twins ! Your pleasures 
ris^ 220 

Sweet as ttye mom, advancing as the day. 

Fervent as glorious noon, serenely calm 
As summer ev'nings. The vile sons of earth 
Groveling in dust, with all their noisy jars 
Restless, shall interrupt your joys, no more 
Than barking animals affright the moon 
Sublime, and riding in her midnight way. 
Friendship and love, shall indutinguish'd reign 
O'er all your passions with unrivall'd sway, 
Mutual and everlasting : friendship knows 230 
No property in good, but all things common 
That each possesses, as the light or air 
In which we breathe and live: there's not one 
thought 

Can lurk in close reserve, no bamers^x'd. 

But ev*iy passage open as the day 
To one another's breast, and inmost mind. 
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Thus by the communion your delight shall grow, 
Thus streams of mingled bliss, swell higher as 
they flow, 

Thus angels mix their flames, and more divinely 
glow. 


PART III. 

OR THE ACCOUNT BALANCED. 

I. 

Shouid sov’reign Love before me stand 
With all His train of pomp and state. 

And bid the daring Muse relate 
Jd i s comforts and His cares ; 

Mitto, I would not ask the sand 
For metaphors t'express their weight, 

Nor borrow numbers from the stars. 

Thy cares and comforts, sov’reicn Love, 
Vastly outweigh the sand below, 

And to a larger audit grow 
Than all the stars above. 

Thy mighty losses and thy gains 
Are their own mutual measures ; 

Only the mqp that knows thy pains 
Can reckon up thy pleasures. 

1 3 


1 

J 
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Say, Damon, say how bright the scene, 

Damon is half divinely blest^ 

Leaning his head on his Flordfa’s breast 
Without a jealous thought, or busy care between j 
Then the sweet passions mix and share, 

Florella tells thee all her heart, 

Nor can thy soul’s remotest part 

Conceal a thought, or wish, from the beloved lair. 

Say, what a pitch thy pleasures fly 

When friendship all sincere grows up to ecstacy. 

Nor self, contracts the bliss, nor vice pollutes the 

While thy dear offspring round thee sit, [joy ; 

Or sporting innocently at thy feet, 

Thy kindest thoughts engage ; 

Those little images of thee, 

What pretty toys of youth they he. 

And growing props of age 1 

in. 

But short it earthly bliss I the changing wind 
Blows from the sickly south, md brings 
Malignant fevers on its sultry wings ; 

Relentless Death sits close hchihd : 

Now gasping infants, and a wife xq ton. 

With piercing groans, salutes his can,— 

Thro* ev’ry vein the thrilling t o tm cgi > roll, 
While sweet and bitter are at strife 
In those dear miseries of life. 

Those toatoett pieces of his bleeding souL 
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Mixt with the beart-ake, may the pain beguile, 

And make % feeble fight,-*- 

Till sorrows like »' gloomy deluge rise. 

Then ev*ry smiling passion die s,- — 

And hope alone, with wakeful eyes. 

Darkling and solitary, waits the slow returning 
light, 

IV. 

Here then let my ambition rest. 

May I be moderately blest 
When I the laws of love obey s 
Let but my pleasure, and my pain. 

In equal balance ever reign, 

Or mount by turns and sink aggun. 

And share just measures of alternate sway. 

So Damon lives, and ne’er complains ; 

Scarce can we hope diviner scenes 
On the dull stage of clay : 

The tribes beneath the northern Bear 
Submit to darkness half the year 
Since half the year is day. 


pH THE &BATB Or THE OtTKE OP OLOV- 
CESTEE lOtT AFTII ME, DETEEN, 1109 * 

AN £ PICE AM. 

Deyden it dead; Drydea alooe coaid m$ 
-Thg feUfiotm glories of a Mae king. 



IM lyric poems. Book II. 

Now Glo’stet dies * thus, lesser heroes live, 

By that immortal breath, that poets give ; 

And scarce survives the Muae, bu* William 
stands,— 

Nor asks hb honors from the poet’s hands : 
William shall shine without a Dryden's praise : 
Hb laurels are not grafted on the bays. 


AN EFIGRAM OF MARTIAL TO CIRINUS. 

* Sic tut, clrini, promt* epiinmmata vulgo 
Ut mccum poSKt,’ &c. 

1KSCP1BED TO MR. JOSIAH HART, 1694. 
AFTERWARDS LORD BISHOP OF KIL- 
MORE IN IRELAND. 

So smooth your numbers, friend 1 your verse so 
sweet. 

So sharp t^e jest, and yet the turn so nc V, 

That with her Martial, Rome would place Cirinc, 
Rome would prefer your sense and thought to mine. 
Yet modest, you decline the public *qge. 

To fia your friend alone, amidst th* applauding age » 
& Maro did: the mighty Mara riqp \ 

In vast heroic notes, or yast heroic 'things, f 

'And leaves tie odes, to dance upon hb Fla ecus' £ 
strings. 7 

He scorn'd to daunt dm dev Horatian lyre, ) 
1 ho’ hitferave ms flash’d Pindaric bs, > 

And athb will wbld silence all the Lyric quite. J 
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So to hia Varius he resign'd the praiso 
Of the proud buskin, and the tragic bays. 

When he copld thunder with a loftier vein, 

And sing of gods and heroes in a bolder strain* 

A handsome treat, a piece of gold, or so. 

And compliments, will ev'ry friend bestow. 
Rarely a Virgil, a Cirine, we meet, 

Who lays his laurels at inferior feet. 

And yields the tend’iest point of honor— wit. 


ftf ISTOLA FRATRS SUO 9tU€TP| 

R. W. I. W. S. F. D. 

Hursum tuas, amande frater, accepi lisersa, 
eodem fortassh momento, quo race ad te 
runt ; idemque qui te scribentem vadet diet, i 
ad cpistolare munas excitavit calamusn j aoo in 
est inter nos fraiemum nomen, unicua ema s| 
tns nos idtfts animat, agitqne, et eoncoaies in i 
hobos efiett moms: O tmaam crescat indict 
charitas ! fait DCTJS, ot amor 
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(Heu misers^) sufferre vices ; sponsoris obivit 
Munia, et in sese tabula: maledicta minacis 
Transtulit, et scelferis paedas ^oAinistjbe reatum. 

Ecce Jice desertus butni, ommus in herbam 
Integer, jnnocuas versus sua sidera palmas 
Et placldum attollens vultum, nec ad oscula Patris 
Amplcxus solitosve ; arms nudatus amictu 
Sidercos, et spome sinum patefactus ad iras 
Numinis armati. Pater, hie infige * sagittas, 

* Hsec* ait * iratum sorbebunt pectora ferrum, 

* Abulat ae the reus mortalia crimina sanguis.’ 

Dixit, et horrendum frtmu&re tonitrua cedi 
Infensusque PEUS ; (quem jam posuisse patemum 
Musa qncri vellet nomen, sed et ipsa fragores 
Ad taatos pavefacta silet.) Jam dissilet aether, 
Pttadunturque fores, ubi duro carcere regnat, 

Ivt, et poena rum therauros mille coercet, 

Me ruunt gravidi vesano sulphure nimbi, 
Ccntuplimque volant contorts volumina flamtne 
III caput tatmeritum ; diro hie sub ponddre pressua 
Reseat to mptessos dumque ardent explicit anus. 
PtavfNMteot vestes tinctc sudore madrscuni. 
N&tataeii infando viodex ltgina labors *" 

Sfegfcnfil tkcumbit, sed lassos metep* ignea 
Aciiter, et somno languentem Nsdftt enseta : % 
*>Sutge, age, divsmun pc* pectus, H* habue «acro 
4 Flumine mucroncm ; vos hiac mot spicula lot* 

JoO.tr & 

UtoOfeOb Ifcthsisi 1 * 
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* Fcrrea per totum dispergite tormina Christum, 

4 Immensum tolerare valet : ad pondera pcenae 

* Sustentand| hominexn suffulciet incola numeo* 

* Et tu sacra Decus Legum, violata tabella, 

1 Ebibe vindictam ; vasta satiabere cede, 

* Mortals culpe pensabit dedccus ingens 

1 Pprmistus dcitate cruor.’ 

Sic fata, immiti contorquet vulnera dcxtri 
Dilaniatque sinus ; sancti penetralia cordis 
Panduntur, sevis avidus dolor involat alis, 

Atque audax mentem scrutator, et ilia mordet ; 
Interea Servator * ovat, victorque doloris 
Eminet, illustri t perfusus membra cniore, 
Exultatque miser fieri ; nam fortius ilium 
Urget Patris honos, et non vincenda voluptas 
Servandi miscros sontes j O nobilis ardor 
Pcenamm I O quid non xnoxtalia pectora cogis 
Durus amor ? Quid non cmlestia ? 

At tubsidat phantasia, vanescant imagines ; nescio 
quo me proripuit amens Musa ; volui quatuor li- 
nea* pcdibus astringeie, et ecce ! numeri crescum 
in immensum ; dumque coocitato opuo laxavi 
Irexa* verpor up juvenilis impetus tbcoUyam left- 
rit, et audax nimis imaginatio. Hen bdqti eat ad 
me epittob kfclcmumatiem racUwculi ae Jwbjti*. 
licit ignis febnits non promt* desamit moitale ej*a 

* domicilium. Plura volui, acd turgid* et rtyaipn 


Col k 15. 


t UkcttEai. 
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vcrtua oelHic plura, ct coarct&niut scripttoms li- 
snitet. Vile, amice fratcr, et io studio pietatis ct 
arti< medics strenuus dccurre. 

Datum a Musso meo~Laodixu, xvto kalend. 
Fcbr. anno Salutis cioiocxcm. 


FRATJLI, E. W. OLIM NAVICATVRO, 

SEPT. 30 , 1691 . 

I Felix, pedc prospero 
1 Crater, tube pined 
Sulccs ctjuora coerula 
Pandas Caxbaaa fladbus 
Qua tutd fcditura tint. 

Non momtra natantia 
Ponti camiporr incols 
Predemur rate nmfragl. 

Navis, tu tabs ciedham 

Salvnni for per inhospita 
pond reyns, per avios 
Tract**, ct liquidum dues* 

Ncc se fbrbeai horrid* 
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TU| qui flctmina, qui vagoa 
fluciu* oceani regw, 

Et uevum Boream domas. 

Da firatri facile* vUi, 

Et fratrem redttccm tub* 


AD REVERENDUM VIRUM DOMINUM JO- 
HANNES* PINHORNt, 


P2DVM ADOLESCENT1A ME A PRACEP- 
TOREM. 

Pinduici canniDis tpedmen, 1094. 


I* 


Et te, PijAortri, Muu Trifantica 
Salutat, ardexu dwcipulam tuaxn 
Gratfc fateri : nunc Athenas, 

J'fflnc Latias per unoenitatet 
Tati peremns te recoli( ducetn, 

Te quondam teneros et Ebraia perbspeA gretsu* 
Non dudi duxiuc manu. 


Tno patescunt lumine Thetpit 

Campi atqtan ad arcem Fleridwa iter 3 

En aim* antgrngJiomdhrt 

Aim defaqoe virotque miacem 

Oecupat fctfaercmn Payne*! cutem : Homeri* 


Te, Mam, dulci i 


\ sylnh^bdlaiaanH^ 


WATTS* VOX.* It. 
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Book //- 


MU 

Ardua, d* mlam tenui venerare camani ; 
Tuseque accipias, Thebane vases, 

Debit* thur* lyrae. 

Vobis, magna Tnas! clarissiqp&omina semper 
Scrinii nostra patent, at pectcoa Mura patebunt, 
Quum mihi cunque levcm cooecsserit op* et horam 
Divina Mosis pagina. 

11. 

Flaccus ad hanc Triadcm ponatur, at ipse pudendas 
Dcponat veneres : venias, aed* * purus et insons 
* Ut te eollaudem, dum sordes et mala lustra 9 
Ablutus, Venusine, canis ridesyc. Reds* 

Hbc lege acccdant Satyr* Juvenalis, vnari 
Terror** vmonim. At lougfc csecus abesset 
Peniua, otscurus rates, nisi lumina circqm* , 
fusa Corent, Spbmguquc enigma*, Rondt, addtsaes. 
Grande sonant Senecae fulmen, grandis qqc cothurni 
Pomjb Sophoclei cclso ponantur eodczn 
Ordioe, et apWabus naul hoa ampketar in ulnit. 
Tuto, poet*, tilth habitahitis 
Picto* ibW b s : iqproba tijea 
Obiit, nee audet sera castas 
Attingere blatta camecna*. 

At tu renidmu feed* tpyanmnw 
Farrago inertum, stercoqa Unpii 
Semina fietens, Martial 
1 b baratluum rekgandus mom 
Attfi^ge, et hinc teem iqpfei CunUm 

ikcat fib. L ML §k 
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Insult mollem, naribds, aoribas 
Ingrata castis canaiaa, ct improbi 
Spurcot Nasonis amores. 

in. 

Nobilis extremi gradient Caledonia ab ori 
£n fiuchananus ade& Divini psaltis imago 
Jessiadc sal veto ; potens seu Numinis iras 
Flumimbus miscere, sacro vel lamina mentis 
Fugare noctes, vel Citbir* sono 
Sedare fluctus pectoris. 

To mihi hcrebis comes ambalanti, 

Tu domi astabu sogius perennis, 

Seu levi mease simul assifkre 
Dignabere, seta lectic* 

Mo# recumbent** vigilant ad aorta 
Ameos tidgielifr miic s omno s 
Sacra sopitis superin&font ob- 
hvia curis, 

Stet junta Casiiairas,* fauic nee percius ignefl 
Nature in d uk ii nee Musa atmatvigalonmon 
Sacburium* rudtore IpA 
Quanta Folonum levat aura cygnumf 
Hgaymat lingoens (en sib» devii 

Spatimurjn aim prnnjj 
Sen to fad virum ad #b o % 
Ovmomtbrooos# pwrioa Pobta 
Vtsoros Cfl— t|jt ons% 


Vbsstn 
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LYRIC tOE MS 


Book IL 


Visum fatigas aciemque faHis, 

Dum tuufc a longe stupeo volatum 
O non imittbilis ales. 


iv, 

Sarbivii ad nomen gelida incalet 
Musa, simul totus fervescere 
Sentio, s tell at as levis induor 
Alas et tollor in ahum. 

Jam juga Zionis radens pcdc 
Elato inter sidere radens vertice 
Longfc despccto mortal ia. 

Quam juvat altisonis volitare per ethera penrns 
Et ridcre prc*ul fallacia gaudia stcli 
Terrell* grandia inania, 

Qu* mortale genus (heu male) demerit. 

O tuns hominum miserasl Cano, 

Et jakem nuga* diademata ! 

VestMK sortis ludibrnun. 

En mibi subsided! terrene 4 p cctorc feces, 
6cstit et effrenis dmmim feffundere carmen 

Mens afflata D e o - — ■ ■■■ 

—At vos heroes «t anna 
Et procttl <tte Dii, tadicra nttmsaa* 

'Quid mibi cum vestne ppujue lance*, 

Mias! tut vesrrit, Dtonyae, Thyrsi * ? 

Et dura, ethoguis, et fe^et Hercules 
St kro t um tonitru fir lifii, pattis. 
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V. 

Te, DEUS Omnipotent 1 te nostra sonabit JESU 
Musa, sec asatset^ codettet harbiton aus& 

Tentabit numeros. Vast! sine limitc Nuraen et 
Immensum sine lege Oeum numcri sine lege sona- 
bunt. 

* Sed Musam magna pollicentem destituit vigor ; 
4 divino jubare perstringitur oculorum acies. En 

* labascit pennis, tremit artubut, ruit deortum per 

* inane zthens, jacet vicu, obstupescit, silet. 

* Ignoscas, Rcverendi Vir, vino conamini ; ftag- 
4 men hoc rude licet & impolitum dequi boni 
4 consults, et gratitudinis jam dm dfbiue in partem 
4 raponas.' 


vItum, seu*Vita in tkbbsi mm. 

AO vibum oignxssxmvm bohannrm har- 

ToirivM, uiONiTfOd, 1708. 

u 

JSLrtpbfi cxibud t eimat e nobsHs 
Vcaaque ingeati dmm, as rage • 

Quern met Mo* be*, 

Site mibs Id ix ter ek mbptife, 

Et dmilet super* mot eg* 

iiba tufickat eemper aim mkL 9 
X* 



US 


Lvkte totals. 


MIL 


Hone longfe a euris mortalibus 
Inter agios, sylvaaque tilentet 
Sc Musitque suis tranquiiU in pace fraentem 
Sol orient vide* ct recumheifcr 

IX. 

Hon sue vulgi favor insolentis 
(Plautus intani tumidus popelli) 

Mentis ad sac ram penetrabit areem, 

Feriat licit aethera clamor. 

Nee Gaza flammans divitis Indite, 

Hec, Tage, vettra fulgor arenulc 
Duccnt ab obstura quiets 
Ad laqutar rdfiiantit aulte. 

nr. 

O ai daratur flantina proprii 
Tractate fusi pollice paoprio, 

Atque meum mibi fingers fatum } 

Candidas vita fcotor innocSntis 
Fila nitivoiteonitt aUjo 
Noafpjl vitiata coochi. 

N“ ■' ^ non gemma nitena, nee purpura mitt 


■ (brent invidiqsa mem. 
_; r " in|tphis, st sooim tuhsn 
us* tranaigerem diet s 
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rv. 

Pro meo tecto cast ait, salubres 
Captet auroras, procui urbis atro 
Dtstet a fumo, fugiatque longfc 
Dura phthisis mala, dura tussis. 
Displicet Byrsa ct fremitu molesto 
Turba mercantum ; grati&s alvear 
Demulcet aures tnurmure, gratius 
Foni salicntis aquae. 


v. 

Litigiosa fon me terrent jurgia, Jenes 
Ad sylvas properans nxosas execror qrtes 
Eminus in tuto h linguia— 
Blandimenta artis iimul squus odi, 
Valete, cives, et amcena fraudta 
Verba ; prob morctid ct inane seen I 
Nomen amici \ 


VI. 

Tuquf qur nostns immicta Musis 
Felle sacratum was araorem. 

Aka aupAn, -diva bbadiau 
Ec pharecrate poor I 
Hue, bine, Cup sd o, Ump$» irolil 
Nil mi hi mut fato, psor, igasbus ; 

jmmvs Jessseus amor mihi. 
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Mmkll. 


ISO 


vi u 

Cceleste carmen (nec taceat lyra 
Jetsca) laetis auribus instn^ 

Nec Watsianis e medultis 
Ulla dies rapiet vel bora, 

Sacri libelli, delicis mcr, 

Et vos, sodales, semper amabiles, 
Nunc simul adsitis, nunc vicinun, 
Et fallitc taedia vita:. 
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T® MRS. SINGER, (AFTERWARDS MR6. 
ROWE.} 

ON THE SIGHT OF SOME OF HER ^IVINE 
POEMS, NEVER PRINTED. 

july . 19 , 1706 . 

‘i. 

On the fair banks of gentle Thames 
I tun’d my harp, nor did celestial themes 
Refuse to dance upon my strings : 

There, beneath th* ev'ning sky, 

I sung my cares asleep, and rais’d my wishes high 
To everlasting things. 

Sudden, from Albion's western coast. 

Harmonious notes come gliding by ; 

The neighb’ring shepherds knew the silver sound : 
* ’Tis Philomela's voice,* the neighb'riitg shepherds 
At once my strings all silent Jie, [cry. 

At once my fainting Muse was lost. 

In the superior sweetness drown’d : 

In vai® I bid my tuneful pow’n unite ; 

My soul retir’d, and left my mgM s 
I was all ear, aod Philomela's sag 
Was all divine db%ht. 

!!. 

Now he mp harp %r ever dumb, 

Ity lftee attempt no mom : 'tvaslot^qg* 

To i&ctdEsn tales mid wan d Room: 



LYRIC fdEMS. 


Book II. 


1 22 

'Twas long ago, 1 broke all but th’ immortal strings : 
Now, those immortal strings have no employ,* 
Since a fair angel dwells below 
To tu«g the notes of jaea^ti, and propagate the 
Let all my pow*rs with awe profound, [joy : 

While Philomela sings, 

Attend the rapture of the sound, 

And my devotion rise, on her se rapine wings. 



HORiE LYRICjE. 


BOOK IS. 

£A6 RED TO THE MEMORY OF THE DEAD. 


AN EPITAPH ON RING WILLIAM III. OP 
GLORIOUS MEMORY, WHO DIED MARCH 

8 , 1701 - 2 . 

Beneath these honors of a tomb, 

Greatness in humble ruin lies : 

(How earth confines in narrow room 
What heroes leave beneath the skies >) 

Preserve, O venerable Pile ! 

Inviolate thy sacred trust ; 

To thy cold arms the JfritMi Me, 

Weeping commits her richctt dust. 

Ye gentlest ministers of Fate# 

Attend the Monarch as be lies; 

And bid the isftn steinhcmwib 
With silken coeds to bntf&hss eyes. 

pm Ui dmr nroilltoedi hieJiead, 

Bound him \SWSSmm 2SlIwna; 

Fat hb bright •• Ms bed, 

Thsiiguanlt endheMirf one lss4 
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Book 111 . 


t»4 

Ye inter-arts of Paint and Verse 
Place Albion fainting by bis ride, 

Her groans arising o'er the hearse. 

And Bejgia sinking when hdftdy’d. 

High o'er the grave Religion set 
In solemn gold, pronounce the ground 
Sacred, to bar unhallow'd feet, 

And plant her guardian Virtues round. 

Fair Liberty, in sables drest, 

Write his lov'd name upon his urn, 

* William, the scourge of tyrants past, 

• And awe of princes yet unborn.’ 

Sweet Peace his sacred relics keep 
With olives blooming round her head, 
And atvetch her wings across the deep 
Td blest the nations with the shades 

Stand on the pile immortal Fame, 

Broad stars adorn thy brightest robe. 

Thy thousand voices sound bis name 
la rilvcr accents rpufcd the globe. 

Flattery shall feat Keinath the mad 
While hoary Truth iaspfcas t br stag; 
Envy grow pale and bite the ye an d , 

Aad Slander game her fatfcy tongue. 

Night and the Gcameromoee your gloom i 
Darkaem Becomes the vulft* dead. 



ON MRS. MRRY PEACOCK. W 


But Glory bids the royal tomb 
Disdain the horrors of s abide* •< 

Glory with all her lamps shill bum. 
And watch the warrior’s sleeping clay. 
Till the last trumpet rouse his urn 
To aid the triumphs of the day. 


ON THE SUDDEN DEATH OP MlUl MARY 
PEACOCK* 

AN FLEG1AC SONG, SENT IN A LETTER OP 
CONDOLENCE TO MR. X. P. MERCHANT 
AT AMSTERDAM. 

IL.Kt she bids all her friends adieu. 

Some angel calls her to the spheres, 

Our eyes the radiant saint pursue. 

Thro* liquid telescopes of lean* 

Farewell, bright soul 1 a short farewell 

Till we shall meet again above 

In the sweet groves, where pkflflfees dwell. 

And trees of life bar fruits of loves 

There glory sits on ev'ry free. 

There friendship unites in ev’ry eye, 

There shall oui tongues relate the grace 
Tbit led us%mnewupd to the iky. 


x. 
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** 

O’er all the names of CHRIST our Xing 
Shall our harmonious voices rove# 

Our harps shall sound from evty string 
The wonders of His bkedi^lgive. 

Come, SOVEREIGN LORO, dear SAVIOUR! 
come. 

Remove these separating days, 

Send thy bright wheels to fetch us home ; 

That golden hour how long it stays 1 

How long must we lie lingering here 
While saints around us take .their flight f 
Smiling, they quit this dusky sphere 
And mount the hills of beav’nly light. 

Sweet soul 1 we leave thee to thy rest. 

Enjoy thy JESUS and thy GOD 
Till we from bands of day releast 
Spring out, and climb the shining toad. 

While the dear dust she leaves behind 
Sleeps in thy bosom sacred tomb ) 

Soft be her bed, her slumbers kind. 

And ail her dma&b of joy to come. 



XPITAPHIUM vik! VE*E*AftlL** DOM. 
X* MAtHfefe* 

CAKM1KE LAF1DAEIO COM 8GMFTUM, M.S. 


iEVlkER DI ADMODUM VIEI. 

KATHAffAELIR MAtfffell*.* 

Quod mort potuk hie cubtas depotitum eit, 
Si qpstk, hospes, quantus et quaffs* rat* 
FicUss efiambit Upw. 

Noracti b fusktlii duxit 
Sauttjarifeua atOdiit tvaftgelio devotff, 

Et per utfamque Angliam ceWbri, 
Anericamam it. 


Sfe bine quoqut (A laifccti miriitttm «pcm i 
Non-fb8*ttmt 
£l ktat Achrk Afcgfta 

OoeittM 

Cot fort fbkprttero, ftIMl plaesdfe verendi ; 
At aupre etrfput tt fecta** wAifrrt < * 


Supra bet pfcttt, et 


gj£ ** ] 


) 



X.Y*IC rostas< 


Be* III. 


m 


Voltiit totut latere, nee potuit ; 

Hen quantum omen fui nos latetl 
Et majorem laudia pattern segulchrale xnarmor 
Invito obruittHeotio. 

Gratitm JGSU CHRIST! salutiferara 
Quam sbundfc hausit ipse, aliis propinavit, 
Turam ab human* face. 

Veriraris evangelic* decus ingens, 

Et ingeni propugnaculum. 
Coftcionator gravis aspectu, geatu, voce ; 

Cui nee aderat pompa oratoria, 

Kec dee rat ; 

Flosculos rbetoricea supcrvacanepa fttit 
Rerum dkeodanim Majcstas, et DEUS pnesens. 
}0oc anna roiliue sue; non infelicia, 

Hinc tones fugatus Saunas. 

Et bine victors* 

Ab i&Geron&m poms tooes reportats. 
Solera ille Gmu impiorum antmia infigere 
Ahum at mlutare vulnus: 

Vulnesat#* idem tr a cta r c leniter solera, 

Et medelam adbibeie magia saluurcm. 

Ex dfcfacato cordis tee 
Divinis ctagujii afixim sc at cfa a nt labia, 
Stfem in toiJiaia cootuberaso s 
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Dolores tofertas supre fidtm, 
^Enscnne^ue heu quam ascidum I 
Ivrioto mimo y victricc patientil* 
Vans curtrum molts permit! 
£l m stadia et in mtti vitse : 


(inn ubi propinquata vidit^ 
f lemphorii fidci quasi curru ikq vettns 
Fropcritt txultlm attigtt. 

Katas cat in agio Lancartricati £0 Martti 1660. 

Inset Nov*Angtas Tbeblogue ty roci dSa lent. 
PMSfati munere din Dublmii in Hibernia fane tut. 
Tandem (at semper) Prcmdentaam aecutus ducexn, 
Otttw fideltuas apod Londineates praepositot etc, 
Ones doctrinft, pteeibus, et vita beatits 
Alt brevi! 

Corpora aolotot 96 Julii 1697. iEtat. 67. 
ferlcsHs ntr o nsi , tbeoiogis exemplar rcfcquit. 



pnhris Cbriato dtams hie doled donut 


TO tlt« ME. SO Hit iBOTttf 

. ■ a 

on The death op his davohtee 

ANNE WARMER. 

H — OoU q rli, 

How*t*at admit was wtf torn off poor loo 
yet l£d not think myself ft «o wtkfmflhmui 
i $ 



140 


ttrxic vo-sms. 


Book III 


comfort) your own meditations can Furnish yon 
with many a delightful truth in the midst of so 
heavy a sorrow; for the caremnt of grace has 
brightness enough m it, to jttd she most gloomy 
providence t and to that sweet covenant yonr soul 
it no stranger. My owo thoughts were much im- 
pressed with the tidings of your daughter's death; 
and though I made many a reflection on the vanity 
of mankind in its best estate, yet I must acknow- 
ledge that my temper leads me most to the plea- 
sant scenes of heaven and that future world ofbfefc- 
sedness. When l recollect the memory df my 
friends that are dead, I frequently rave into foe 
world ‘Of spirits, and search them out theta : thus 
I endeavoured to trace Mrs. Warner ; and these 
thoughts crowding fast upon me 1 set them down 
for my own entertainment. The verse breaks off 
abruptly, because 1 had no design to writes finish- 
ed elegy ; and besides, when 1 was foiling upon 
the dark side of deafo l had no mind to tarry there. 
If the lines 1 have written be so happy as to enter- 
tain you a little, and divert your grief, the time 
•pent in composing them shall not be reckoned 
among my lost hours, and the review will he mare 
nleaiifhff ml 

Sir, 

YavaSfecthqp 

IW, IW. 



C 1M J 


AN ELEGIAC THOUGHT ON MRS* ANNE 
WARNER, WHO DIED OF THE SMALL** 
FOX, DECEMBER 18 , 1707 , AT ONE O’- 
CLOCK IN THE MORNING, A FEW DAYS 
AFTER THE BIRTH AND DEATH Of HER 
FIRST CHILD* 

Awake, »y Muse! range the wide world of souls. 
And seek Yemen fled ; with upward aim 
Direct thy wing ; for she was bom from heav’ty 
Fulfill’d her visit, and ittum'd on high. 

The midnight watch of angels that parole 
The British shy, have notic'd her ascent 
,Xear the meridian star ; punue the track 
To the bright confines of immortal day. 

And Paradise — her home- Say, my Urania, 

(For nothing ’scapes thy search, nor canst thou miss 
So Cur a spirit) say, beneath what shade 
Of amaranth or cheerful-eveigreco 
She sits, recounting to her kindred Minds 
Angelic, or human, her mortaf toil . 

Aad travels through this bowlu^ wilderness; 

By what divine protections, she escaped 
Thom deadly snares, when youth and Sara* taguM 
Jb:t to aipl her virtui $ 

(Somes mg go murder tools) hut Heav'a secur'd 
The &W* aympC and tang}* her victory; 

Or decs she seek, or hmshe fond berhahe* 
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mic to 


B*kiu: 


Amongst the infant nation of the bless'd. 

And clasp'd it to her Soul, to satiate there 
The young maternal passion, and absolve 
The unfill’d embrace ? Thrive happy child! 

That mv the light* and turn’d its eyes aside 
From our dim regions, to th* eternal sun. 

And led the parent’s dray to glory 1 there, 

Thou art for ever ber’s, with powYs enlarg'd 
For love reciprocal, and sweet converse. 

Behold her ancestors, (a pious race) 

Rang'd in hk Older, at her sight rejoice 
And sing her orfcfoooMb. She, along their seats 
Gliding, salutes them oil with honors due, 

$wh «» are paid in hearts ; aw} last, she finds 
A mansion fashion'd of distinguish'd light, 

But Vacant* — 4 This,' with sure presage, she cries, 

* Awaits my father, when will he arrive ? — 

* How long, alas how long 1' then calls her same, 

4 Die, thou dear partner rtf my mortal cares! 

4 Dir and partake my bliss! we are for ever on*. 

Ah me 1 where roves my fancy ! what kind dreams 
Crowd with aw^pt violence on my waking mind I 
Perhaps illusions all ! Infores Cm Muse s 
Chooses she rather to retire apart. 

To recollect her dissipated parti, 

And tall her thoughts her own i ao lately freed 
From torth's vain acensa, yyddia, gmtahnkntt,*—- 
From Hymen's harrying trni f t mtrnm m*> 
And lean mol pares, fcree dm mmhtlkt 
r^meoowbM^l^^ 



VICCIAC TVOU*H< Off W4RNE1L* 

lo contemplation, vent* wa rni ng chic* 

Inflak*wuth pursuing* (When, my soul f 
O wlm> abaft thy release from cumb'rous flesh 
Fees fihofveat seal of Heap**? what happy hour 
Shaft give thy thought a loose to soar and trace 
The Kttelfeeourl world ?, divine delight 1 
Ventcrafr lov'd employ 1} fcerbajjfc she sings 
To tone new goldei^harp th^mighty deeds, 

The names, the hc^ora, Aer SAVlOU1*GOD^ 
Hts\roM, His grave, Hhdt thjb •“* HsMffOwtoT 
Oh l could l mutate thP css lfrd ws c s, ' 

And dmataf ears could b<m dh*»i d ‘ f a 
Oft Kes she nfew Uffft twiwel rdhnpm » 

rfostpate io^wmhle foam, with deep de ve tm o 
Overwhelm'd and self-abatement, d the sight 
Of the uncovered GODHEAD, focw* 

Seraphic crowns pay homage at his feat,* 

Ad hert amongst them, not of dimmer ore, 
Ne*mt wtth meaner gems; haevaia ambition. 
And emulation vain* and fend conceit, 

And pride, for ever basiAM flies the place,—* 
Curs'd pride, — the dress of hdt^Tell fne,Utaofri 
Bow her joys frwhsrt, and her golden hoe* 
Circle in love. 6 stamp ttpdn my mill 
Seam blissful image of tha fair deceased* 

Xbcdl my pmssods and my^opos aside 
From the dog breathless clay , dtomritM^ght} 

X Ifglft and asnunt* hud gaae, with greedy view 
Of m4 hd My >rf«*bimt fwm Im l rw i ng * 

That fmm* so We deetr’d, #lue hclov'd* 



lit 


ran* » 0 sm». 


Bock in. 


Now loathsome and ua fo rcfy * Bm di tu e 
That leagu’d with wane's s&^eit pai<ts,«hd spoift 
So tweet a structure 1 thwrapV#lrirar mint 


J&ersprcads the building; wrdghA with 4uU divine. 
And routs the tiah temple to the 4u*t. 

* Was tbit th*b«unt’Mh$e where the world adnrir^ 
features <& wit «pd vitffbe ?*dkhis the faee 
Whei*>fove Ujiumph’d P IndBcauty on thesc^heehs, 
^Kmftheuei^ her radiant eye* 
HhlMM . »ild, aerene,— 


■gtefefcgUr 


AMtatfM «i* foul and heavy wing, 

worn iM^gpUte star, and sink him down 


Oppress^ with dadmeu, 


ON Kite hUTI'QU^N AGIO A HO /HO* 
MOlUtD ULAJIVI, MAI- M« W.JVIY IB, 

xms. 

«. 

1 KNOW d» UmM MUi *m At tiatkrt 
Amofi^e herr’nty fnwi, Iw 

Tfe* lim MW» |ww Mdf taatefi &•»( 

O how Midi |p s&f.Bg jae% 
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Groaning and panting* po she bod 
WfehffeiHiy air, and h»gttiih*d head, 

.Life on this side, there the dead, 

While the delaying flesh. Jay shivering between! 

n. 

Long did the earthy how# rcstwk ♦ 

In toilsome slav’ry, that tdbt dtol | 

Prison’d her round, i if walls of pabo* 

And wilted, cramps and achfH witlftte* c&dfcf 
Till, by the weight of nuiofcttwdaya appfest,* 
The earthy bpuse began to epfa*. » *'" 

The pilfere trembled, and ffee 

The captive soul became. het^SWn’agak*: 

Tir’d with the sogrows and the cares, 

A tedious strain of fourscoseyiears, 

The pris’oer smil’d to be releas'd#* 

She felt her fetters loose, and mounted to her resfcr 

in. 

Gaze»on my soul, and kt 1 perfect view, 

Paipt her idea all anew ; * 

Rase out those mi 1 unliflfri dupes of woe 
That bang around thy woa’ry, eaf becloud* Itms 
Come, Fancy t prtp^ditb eSDBPces fefin'd^— 
With youthful green, mieMfet white* 

Beep be the tincture and the cokes height, 

T* express the heautics of a ocMttM* 

Provide no gloom to fee a shade $ 

A» rfvw/d H^^ medo^ ^ 

mm uwb mmml 



138 


mto potfcs. 


Beyond the p ow’r of fancy shine, 

Conceal th* inimitable strokes behind a g^cefid 
shrine. 

tv;' 

Describe the saint from head to feet. 

Make all the lines in just proportion meet j 
But let her postflfce be 
Filling a chair of high degree ; 

Observe how near it stands to (he AIMM^TY 

Paint the new grsce*of her eyes ; 

Fresh in her tasks let tprightly*gouth arise. 

And joys unknown below the ikfes. 

Virtue, that lives conceal'd 'betajr, 

And w the breast confin’d. 

Ska here triumphant on the brow. 

And breaks with radiant glories 'through 
The features of the mind. 

Express her pa t rio n still the same, 

But more divinely sweet ; 

Love has an crerlstting Jhpnr, 

And makes (ft fork complete. 

v. 

The painser-Muse, with glancing eye 
Observ’d a manly spirit mgh, 

That death had long disjoin'd : 


OK THE DfcATtt OF 1 till* ftf. W. 187 

4 !n the fair tablet they shall stand 
4 United by a happier band/ 

She said, and fix'd her sight, and drew the manly 
mind. 

Recount the years, my song, (a mournful round 1) 
Since he was seen on earth no more ; 

He fought in lower sea s, and drown'd, •*»- 

But victory and peace he found 

On the superior shore t 

There, now his tuneful breath in sacred tongs, 

Employs the European, and the Eastern tongues* 

Let the awful truncheon and the flute, 

The pencil and the well-known lute,— 

Pow'rful numbers, charming wit. 

And ev'rv art and science meet, 

And bnng their laurels to his hand, of lay them 
at his fleet. 

VI. 

*Tisdonl: what beams of gkny fall 
(Rich varnish of immortal iff) 

To gild the bright orightti ! 

Tm done ; the Muse has now perforat'd her past. 

ViUi ww too piece vim muu 
And let my boom, and my love, 

Dress it with chains ofgold, to hang upon my hemt. 
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A FUNERAL POEM ON THE DEATH OP 
THOMAS GUNSTOM, JSSfe. PRESENTED TO 
THE RIGHT HOn/thE LADY ABNEY, 
LADY MAYORESS OF LONDON. 

MADAM, JULY 1701. 

Had I been a common mourner at the funeral 
of the deaf gentleman deceased, I should have la* 
bored alter more of art in the following compost 
tion, to supply the defect of nature, and so feign a 
sorrow; hut tho unco m m o n c o sdta m foo of his 
friendship to me, the inward esteem 1 pa^ his me- 
mory, aqd the vast and tender sense 1 Jttffe of the 
npb all the methods of art needless, whilst 
memo! grief supplies more thaq all. 

I had resolved indeed, to lament in sighs and 
til$ 3 C£f and frequency checked the tea forward 
Mm;, fctttthe impommuy was not tq bv Primed j 
faqg lines of sorrow flamed in upon me *cae { was 
•Ml** whilst l toabmeny % solitary waft in the 
garden adjoining to his seat at M ewfogu n , ndr 
eonld 1 foe myself from th* crowd of ml m fol y 
i dap* Your 1 M&m will fled through** the 
men, that the bit and nnflnisbed boildfog which 
an had hut raised for himself gsv/alaost all the 
tpa.lt mourning to my thmqjbts; for 1 panne 
Aaeahftaepci at elegy,, than what my p a mi e a 
and my pares led me m. 
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The poem roves,* as my eyes and grief did, from 
jone part of the fabric to the other ; it rites from 
the foundation, salutes the walls, the doors, and 
foe windows, drops a tear upon the roof, and 
climbs the tmtet, that pleasant retreat, where I 
promised myself many sweet hours of his conver- 
sation ; there my song wanders amongst die de- 
lightful subjects, divine and moral, which used to 
entertain our happy leisure, and thence descends to 
the fields and the shady walks, where 1 SO often 
crijoyed his pleasing discourse ; my so rrow s dif- 
fuse themselves there, without a limit ; 1 had quite 
forgotten ill scheme sard method of writing, till I 
correct myself,* and rise to the turret again to fo- 
ment that desolate seat. Now, if the cmidi fet&h 
at the folly wf the Male, for taking too ntofo m 
tice of the golden ball,^-tet theiA cfohiJN/dfol 
the meanest thing that belonged to sOlkNftfo % 
p*nua» stiU gave some Mb mA dofofokiAg; 
dons I Sbd I transcribe nature wifobtit 
re pres e n t Friendship m « mourning 
dooed d^kepeat sorrow,* and Wifo 

jU4l- 4mt***+p**flt* efcgjr, «U fa, * 
your dearest, brother, and i nten de d it for.pobtk 
view, I should have followed tie tonal 
poetry, so for fe feast, hs totpferf rnkMTmp^ fe 
foe character nbdgpises of foedOhtesed,anlffe«fe 
barotfoenWdTt^fi^l tete**fo<fl$pd? 
aloud. of tboemrveiml id nyldilliWj fH I 
iff 
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wrote* merely for myself, as a friend of the dead, 
and to ease my fun soul by breathing out my own 
complaints : I knew bis character mid virtues so 
well, that there was n<£j>eed to mention them 
while I talked only with m^elf, for the image of 
them was ever present with me, which kept the 
pain at the heart intense and lively, and my man 
flowing with my verse. 

Perhaps, your Ladyship will expect tome divine 
thoughts, and sacred meditations, mingled with a 
tubject so solemn as this is. Had I formed.* de- 
sign of offering it to your hands, I had’ composed 
a more Christian poem ; but it was grief, purely 
natural, fin a death so surprising, chat drew all the 
- stroke* of it, and therefore my reflections are chiefly 
dTimmial strain. Such as it is, your Ladyship 
rapine* a cqpy of it; — but let it not touch your 
soul too tenderly, nor renew your own aoufniqgs. 
fltyetve it. Madam* at an offering of fore, id 
team, gt dm tomb of a departed fraud, and let it 
afiiftie with you aa a witness of shat affectionate re- 
aped end honor that 1 bore him a a% which, re 
yinr Ladyship's most rightful dug, tod* V mens, 
gnd by aoc cewi o n , is now bimbly o ffered by 


Your Ladyship's am Mfcaity, 


A» VATTI. 
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TO THE OEAE MEMORY OF MY HONOJU0 
FRISHD THOMAS CUNITUN, ESQ. 

Who died Noe. tl, 1703, when he htd just finished his sett at 
Newington. 

O f blasted hopes, and of short with’ring joyi. 

Sing heav’nly Muse ; try thine ethereal voice 
In funeral number^ and a doleful song ; 

Gunston the just, the gen'rous, and the young, 
Gunston the friend, is dead. O empty name 
Of earthly bliss ! 'tis all an airy dream, — 

All a vain thought ! our soaring fancies rise 
On trcach’rofts wings, and hopes, that touch the 
skies, 

Drag but a longer ruin through the downward air. 
And plunge the falling joy, still deeper, indespair. 

How did our souls stand flatter'd, and prepar’d. 
To shout him welcome to the seat he rear'd ^ 
These the dear man should see his hopes complect, 
Smiling, and tasting every lawful sweet 
That peace a-plenty brings, while mua'rotu yean 
Circling, 'delightful play'd around the spheres. 
Revolving vans sh o ul d soil eenew hb strength. 
And draw th* uncommon thread CO an unusual 
lengths 

But hasty ftfe thrusts her dread sheen betwe e n, 
Cutp the young hie off, and sham up the Usenet* 
That airy pkuurc dances inner eyes, R 
And spread s false images in Cur disguise 
u 3 
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T* allure our souls, till, just within our arms, 

The vision diea, and all the painted charms 
Fly quick away from the pursuing eight, 

Till they are lost in shadgl, tnd mingle with the 
night. — 

Muse, stretch thy wings, and thy sad journey bend 
To the lair fabric, that thy dying friend 
Built nameless ! ’twill suggest a thousand things 
Mournful and soft as my Uiaoia dogs. SO 

How did he lay the deep foundations strong, 
Marking the bounds, and rear the walls along 
Solid and lasting I there a numerous train 
Of happy Ouossons might in pleasure reign. 
While nations perish and long ages tun,— 
Nations unborn, and ages unbegun ; 

Nos shoe itself should waste the bless’d estate. 
Nor the tenth (ice rebuild the ancient seat. 

How food our fancies are ! — the founder, dies \ 
Childless; his sisters Weep, and close his eyes, — f 
And wait upon his hearse with never-ceasing^ 
cries: €1/ 

lefty and slow it moves to meet thfrtosnh, 

While weighty sorrow nods on ev*ry plume ; 

A thousand groans his dear mmaina convey, \ 
To hit cold Mgmg in a bed of day,— f 

Hit country's sacred tears, well wat’siag all che£ 

way# ) 

See the dull wheels roll on the able wad, 

But no dear mo so attend the moamfcd loud. 
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Am} fondly kind, drop his young sorrows there, 
The father’s am bedewing wfeb a filial tear. 59 
OK 1 had he left us one behind, to play 
Wanton about the painted hall, and say 
4 This was my father's,' with impatient joy 
In my fond arms I'd clasp the smiling boy, 

And call him my young friend ;* bat awful Fate, 
Design'd the mighty stroke as lasting, as *twas great. 

And must this building then, this cottly frame. 
Stand here for strangers ?-v~must some unknown 
name 

Possess these rooms, the labors of my friend ? 
Why worn these walls rais'd for this bap hiss end? SO 
Why these apartments all adorn'd so gay ? 

Why faMch fancy lavish'd thus away ? 

M«se 1— wiewthe paintings, how the hov’ring light 
Plays o'er the colors in a wanton Sight, 

And mingled shades, wrought ia by soft degrees. 
Give a sweet foil to all the c har m i ng piece I 
But night, eternal night, hangs black around 
The dismal chambers of the hollow ground,-*— 
And solid ibdc*> unmisgfed, sound his bad 
Stand Meant; earth* font entace hm head. 

Rising perpetual. Msal haSe;(||Mphc% 

Ply the saw tape of foe unwho l esom e dap . 
Look to his airy spacious hd»adaf 

• Hew k for a tame can* 

* Confin'd tacrewded ia t sent gmvcP 
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Th’ttduppy home looks desolate add tooufnf, 4 *‘- 
Asad cv’ry doOr gree n s doleful to it toms ; 

The pillar* longtrislftqndfcach lofty Wall 
Stately in grief, latodnts A* Master** fall ; 00 

In dropc of briny devr, the f&ric bean 
His faint rtsemblirate, and renews my than : 

Solid and square it rises from below ; 

A noble dr, without a gaudy show, 

Reigns through the model, and adorns the whole,— 
Manly andplain s inch was the builder's soul. 

O how 1 love to view the stAely fyimt, 

That dear memorial of the best-1 6v*d ttttae I 
Then could I wish lor some prodigious five, 

Vht as his seat told silent as his grave, $0 

Where the tall shades stretch to the hiflhtos roof, 
Foifetd the day toid guard the sun-beams of; 
Timber my willing feet should yeAe drawn 
At the gray twilight, and the early dawn,— 
There sweetly ad, Aould my soft minutes rqty 
Numbering the sorrows of my drooprftg toil* 

Bui these are airy thoughts j sobatnw ri al gdri( 
Growl by those objects that sboitWpfcld relief ft 
Fond of my wens I heave my eyes a reuh df * 

Mv grief from d v*«y pw wp aetm to ats ewdtoto, 100 
Views rife green gwdlet*, uletot the smitfeg duels 
Still pif hatotdnks mid sill my earns write* 

My wrewFring^feat found the fe£ r tofettufelt««b 
And three, sosotoh my sorrows, t fari^ toy 
OfeWl Ired^e wvfbl Gohdn by; 

And die sweet COhrky, with im^tokm^e 
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To see those walls, pay the sad visit there. 

And drop the tribute of an Nearly tear : 

Stitt t behold some melancholy sense. 

With many a pensive thought, and , many a stg^a 
between. 110 

Two days ago, we took the easing air, 

1 and my grief and my Urania there; 

Say, my Urania! how the western sun 

Broke from black clouds, and in full glory shone. 

Gilding the roof^ then dropt into the Aa, 

And sudden night devour’d the sweet remains of 
day 

Thus, the bright youth just rear'd his shining hoed 
From obscure shades of hfe,and sunkamoqg th e d e a d . 
The rafih| ana, adorn’d with all At ligh^ 

Smiles on these walls again; but end! am, night ISO 
Reigns uncongmU'd, whose the dem Guaum Iscri 
He’s set far ever, and must never rise. 

Then why thmt 

Tb greet a eiimroing house t in vain the day 
Breaks threw # windows with a joyful sey. 
And rovkaoshineg potk almgjthe floors. 
Bounding ih» ev’eing and the moaning homes 
la vain i bom# dbe% while vest m#n>i 
4 M hollow silence sesgaa throe# mjA* pi*** 
Hoc h o r d erhy ch o erfc l choa g raf Hmmfrb* bit 
9m ahprapb will on, Wttbont oosnssd* 

<kc wmM mkmm 'M mUf, 
AM *» tfqMy Banvttknani, ad vMck 
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See 1 while X apeak, high on her fable wheel, 
Old night adumlagtddttnbft the eastern hill ; 
Troops of dark £fcrodj.prep3|e her way ; behold, 
How their brawn pidfrmngcdgM *with ev’nmg geld, 
Spread shadowing o’er the hodse and glide away. 
Slowly pursuing tbh declining day : 146 

O’er thebrdad rodf they By their ehrcitk Bill, 
Thus days before, they dad/^end days t* tome, 
they will ; 

But the hhdk«lowi that shadows dtr his eyes, 
Haags there imotacvtabk and aefit flies t 
Fain would I bid the envious gloom be gone » ) 
Ah,Uiidi 1 how are his curtains drawn > 
For £ loqg eVuM that despairs the dawn t y 
Muse 1 dievWhe aunct : just hanetth Me ikies 
IM/mmn 4t stands, and fines mysadtyei, 

Mb would Jet a »ar. O safc rcdu m t t lA 
Sacred to firirmhhip 1 O divine rOOtitl 
Here did i hope-say happy fcotif tmpYdfr 
And frd beforehand m the pn wil*djay. 

When treaty of the wwy To ami at 

From mortal orea-aetmaB, sboeM amend 
And led as huiah wdowimaMd^ 

Free sod secure of «H hm% ftSH 

Our dw#|Mhaeld auttah Safe kqbrtafafr 

Her boead thuB»o>«hqs hy she ^ 

Aal toMfcb *m rfttV«4M§ 
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Of boundlemjoy* and glonpb throwi and seats, 

B oih high iabisv’i* for souls; we’d trace the street* 
Of golden pawmtf walk each blissful field. 

And climb a*d taste the fruits the spicy mountains 
yield) 

Then would we wear to keep tbe sacred road. 
And walk right upwards to that bleat’d abode ; 
We’d charge our parting spirits there to meet, \ 
There hand m hand ap pr oac h th’ almighty seat, f 
And bend our head* adoring * guv i4A*»x’»£ 
feet. HOP 

Thus should we mount on bold adrowtotttv^gi 
high discourse and dwell an bessfajy things, 
While the pleas’d hours in eweft saceewm^ 
fltoae, € 

And minutes wewurid, m they me above C 
By eveMiutiogjoya, and octtwhming love. ) 
Anon one tfcn*gfe* should}*** their lofty 
SWk by degreessend mbs a pfennig right,— 
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Man is a rotten thing, still vain and wild. 
Lives beyond sixty, nor outgrows die child ; 190 
His hurrying lusts, still %mgk%ie sacred bound, 
To seek new pleasures On tor Bidden ground, 

And buy them all too dear. Unthinking fool ! 
For a short dying joy, to sell a deathless soul!— 
•I'll but a grain of sweetness they can sow, 

And reap the long sad harvest of immortal woe. 

Another .iribe, toil in idHFrent strife, 

And bamsMkUse lawful sweets of life 
1*0 Sweat and dig for gold,-— to hoard the ore, — ) 
Hide the dear dust yet darker than before, 900 > 
And Oeyerdue to use a grain of all the stoic. ) 
a fbfttfm man! that Snows the value just 


p{ earthh things, nor is enslav’d to dust? 

■JTU a rifcn gift the flues but rarely send 
Ad J^rite souls; then happy thou my fikad! 
Tor thou hadst learnt to mttiage'aad co mmand 
The wealth thatHeav*a bettotfd with fcbfcnii heed * 
lienc^t|4sfeir structure rose/endlKnoe thine* 1 > 
Mad*, to invite my not umyiBiag fectf > 

In vain 'twacmOMl forvfc dfefloevhr meefflOj 
And smile, andiene; and Hess, etok Other beset 


The elite t^forbnk^y 
Detains dfehs Gt^ftoul dm 
And^tyeay hopes tie bay'd, 
lies. 




CaeeUgherin ye tend 1 ** 
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Voting mothers, vko your darling babes have fount 
Untimely murder'd, with « ghastly wound : — 

Ye frighted nymphs, who on the bridal bed. 
Clasp’d in your arms your lovers, cold and dead ; 
Come in the pomp of all your wild despair, 281 
With flowing eyelids and disorder’d hair,— 
Death m your looks, come mingle grief with me. 
And drown your little streams in my unbounded 
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And bid the brook that still not warbling by 
Move silent on, and weep his useless channel dry* 
Hither methmks the lowmghifcd shoe Id come, 
And moaning tardea murmbrgfer bis tomb; 

The oak shall wither, and the aiding vine 250 \ 
Weep his young life out, while his arms antwhef 
Their amorous folds, and mix hh bleeding soulf 
with mine. ) 

Yc stately elms, in your long order mamn, 1 
Strip -off pair pride to dsess your manor's urn g 
Here gently drip your leaves instead of tears ; 

Yc rime, the aeyhdnd povd Of ancfei£ years, 
Stand tall aalmbd to the MnatVSng xfgtr 
Of the 4 *ad triads ; thus it becomes yonrtgc 
^^show’-yonr sorrows : ofiug ye hath teg*;* 

Out heads adfclaOd upon the rising green b 960 

Jjbroatb- your earned* dnrie diffiu’d we left 
gferojfcsanddDp trigfaM wkh unri TOrirni a rjl m mft 
Hither our *Mtf*dr cehnmhwMhgihmuglC 
The burthens of the bnemt phdi labma of the 

jy ; 


Our op hA % hn iro ro, eat hi wt k mm tom and, 
Spread «ll the ab#fm m il thr joys wy fc d ndy 
And mindMhrt’ih eroer ro^HaamMnomer^ 
thiichJF# > —roll il in rorroe j 

Then viibw ufolTOaml^dri fehwv— ^ hb sfc 
We 4 — * 1 * 4 ** yd* 

And all elm t ro H ens i— tK— 


TtiKvnslMamMfhPc 
alter ihetowfanivaarie 
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By turns we comfort, and by sums complain, 

And bear, and aae+by tarns, the sympathy of paid. 

Friendship i mysterious thing* wfcai magic powers 
Support tby^iwijr and dfenaHkne mauds of ours ! 
Bound to thy foot We boast our birth-right still, 
And dream of freedom when we *«ve lost our will 


And chtn^d a way our touls : at thy command 
We snatch new mis’iies from a foreign hand 
To call thorn ours, and thoughtless of our ease. 
Plague the deOMelf, that we were bom to pkase. 
Thou tytaudeas of mhfcds, Whole enpe! ibrodc? Mi 
Heaps on poor mortals* sorrows nut fhir Otyfc, 

As though Uur mother, Nature, could no more J 
Fmdmmel Sufficient fbr each son she bore* f 
Friendship di vi de s the shares and leagthdag Sotf 


Yet we <s tod ‘df thine imperious reign, 1 

Proud of my slaa’fp, wamottinour pain, C 

And chide <flfct mfqgeous hand when J^eatli 'M*-V 
solum the chain. J 

Virtue t fcrgiue the thought ; the rating Mure, 

BifWtJ m uw J plgTLM.4 i^ai 

WWO iwmwy pi • I MH9 VICK WWm IHl WIMf 

Gnf» M*4a g««4, and «• bet'ama? hour* 

tfwil *i Mm Ml liiw . 

win aJgShJTJgiS! -.E 


Tp pay devotion with a mutual fine, 
* i 
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Partners in b\wz met Iw’ry of the mind 
And sweet the «id» of sense I etch ruder wind 
Slept in itt own si while uvjpvtaiflg breeze 301 
Fann’d the leaves gently sgurtog through the trees ; 
The linnet and the lari their Wipers sang* 

And clouds of crimson o’er th* boviann hung, 

The slow-declining sun with sloping wheels 
Sank down the golden day behind the western hills. 

Mourn ye young gardens; ye unfinished gates. 
Ye green enclosures and ye growing sweets 
Laxnenfy-~for ye our midnight hours have known. 
And match'd ns walking by the silent ammo 310 
Ja ^onfieseaoedirioct while hm'aly fee 
Kindling opr breast* did all oar thought* iaspjrr 
Wkhjqys slaw immortal; than oat asMl 
Blaz’d rod bant high to reach tfc* etheaaal hill. 
And love sdw’d, like that shove the poke* 
mhreyr both our smM round gpc another's main 
Ih nptnrc and wohotcet. O^fcrhcnr, 
forbear, my song! this is mo much to hear* 

Too dread&l to repeat, such joys as these 
Fled 6p«n«h»tyt£faaea e re* A HO 
Ol6rijtfi4firfl ktittiUfalM 
Oar vae* <Sat knew oar lamt* kiK^M>| 


Let it be Uh «kb unneml aighj. 

And wU that a'rjrbeMkdnniiet * 

<w dnae fabh aknadd wmmtmiss&z. 

Aa^ fcdin, pm end foapf»e lh. pan- 



TO THE MEMORY OF T. GUNSTON, ESQ. ttS 


Weep all ye buildings* and the grav d? ata ri 
For ever weep ; this is an endless Wound 
Mast and incurable. Ye buildings -Ifiew 
His silver toftgne, ye gloves have beard it toot 
At that dear sound no more shall ye rejoice, 

And I no more must bear the charming voice. 
Woe to my drooping soul I that heab’Qly breath 
That could speak life, lies now congeal’d in death, 
While on Ms folded Ups, all cold and pale, 
Eternal chains and heavy eiknee dwell. 

Yet my fond hope would hear him speak again. 
Once more aft fosse, one gentle Word* and then 
Gunstom aloud Leaf! : in vain I fey 
Guttfton aloud, for he must ne’er reply » 340 

In vai# I Widow and drop these fuO’rul team s 
Death ami the grave have neither eye nor ears. 
Wand’ifog, Kfoue my sorrows to foe groves, 
Aod a 'vet*fey SWefling griefs and' tell th« wflfeh 


While the tar yoodt taps last foad hears tan 
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The pleasing hours* the happy moments past l 
In these sweet fields, reviving on my taste, > 
Snatch me away resistless with impetuous haste. ) 
Spread thy ttcqpg pinions mce again my song. 
And reach the turret thou mist left so long: 

O'er the wide roofs its lofty head it rears. 

Long waiting our converse ; hut only hears 
The noisy tumults of the realms on high i 360 
The winds salute it whistling as they fly* 

Pr jarring round the, windows rattling show's* 
Lash the fair sides j above lpud thunder mass i 
But sull the masMMleeps, nor hears the voice 
Of sacred frieuAfcjp nor the tempest's noise : 

An iron slumber fits on cv’ry sense j 
In vain the heav'oly thunders strive to sense it 
thence. 

Ope labor more, my Muse* the golden «php* 
Seems {t o demand : tee through the dually air 
Downward it shines upon the rising moot* l?0 
And as she labors tap ao reach her noon* 
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4 We ««w the flesh sink down with closing eyes, 

4 We heard thy grief shriek out. He diesl he dies I 
4 Mistaken grief! to call the flesh thy friend !-*- 
1 On our fair wings did the bright youth ascend | 

4 All heav*n embrac’d him with immortal lore. 


4 And sung his welcome to the courts above ; 

4 Gentle Ithuriel led him-round the skies, 

4 The buildings struck him with immense surprise, 
4 The spues all radiant and the mansions bright, 

4 The roof high vaulted with ethereal light; 898 
4 Beauty and strength, on the tall bulwarks sale. 

4 In beav'nly diamond, and far odjry gate 
4 Du gulden hinges a bread ruby Whs, 

4 Guards off the foe, and as it motes it burns f 
4 Millions of glories reign fhrpogh ev’ry part ; 

4 Infinite pow*r and uncreated' ait 
4 Stand beie display'd, and to the stranger show 


1 How It outshines the noblest seats below t 
4 The stranger fed his gariqg pow*n a while 
4 Tmnsported, — then, wife a rcgaidfess smile, 400 
Idanc'dbis eye downward throdg^the ci y lrt 
'floor, 

* Aad took Menial lure of «fal be Mil beJbrt,* 
No#, UrUWitiMwWMANsds) 1 
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AN ELEGY ON MIL THOMAS GOUGE. 
fO MR. AfeTHUR Merchant. 

WORTHY HR, 

The subject of die following elegy was high in 
yMr esteem, and enjoyed a large share of your af- 
fections s scarce doth his memory need the assist- 
ance of the Muse ta make it perpetual ; but when 
she can at once pay taf honors to the venerable 
dead, and by thd address acknowledge the favors 
she has recaSvtd from the living, it ia a double 
pleasure «b Sir, 

Yoor obliged humble servant, 

?. WATT*. 

TO THj* MEMORY OP THE REV. MX. THOS. 
COVCX, yfUO DIED JAM. 8. 1698 — 1766* 

1. 

Y* viqpn souls* whose sweat complaint 
/Vm»M teach Eunhnsea not to Soar.* 

■■ ■■ w rag 

Could Sub's rain so dimly paim 
Array’d in beauty and woe,-— 

tsar&i aS'ira.,.,^ 

«■* 


•rsd.cnxvii.uuki.13. 
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O could my lips or flowing eyes 
But imitate such charming grief, 

I'd teach the seas and teach the skies 
Wailings, and sobs, and sympathies* 

Nor should the stones or rocks be deaf % 

Rocks shall have eyes, and stones have ears, 
While Gouge’s death is mourn'd in melody and 
tears. 

zr. 

Heav’n was impatient of our crimes. 

And sent his minister of death 
To scourge the bold rebellion of the rimes. 

And to demand oar prophet's breath : 

He came commission’d for the fata 
Of awful Mead and charming Bates t 
There he essay'd the vengeance first* 

Then took a dismal aim and brought great Goc^a 
to dust. 

ni. 

Great Gouge to dust ! how doleful is the sound ! 
How vast the stroke is, and bow wide the wound 1 
Oh painful stroke, distressing death I 
A wound tmmcambly wfci 
No vnlpr mortal dy*d, 

When Jk jcqgn’d his breath. 

The Mae that mourns a nation's Sail 
Sho uld wait at Goff's fanjl, 

Should mangfcmajesty anojreua^ 

Such as she rings to siohing thmre* 
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And in deep touridirig numbers tell 
How Sion trembled when this pillar fell. 
Sion grows weak and England poor : 

Nature herself with all her Afro 

Can furnish such a pomp for Death no more. 


IV. 

The rev’rend man let all things mourn: 

Sure he was some ethereal mind 
Fated in flesh to be confin’d. 

And order’d to be born. 

His soul was of th' angelic frame ; 

The same ingredients and the mould the same 
When the CREATOR makes a minister of flame. 
He was all form’d of heav’nly things ; 

Mortals 1 believe what my Urania sings* 
apriteh* seen him rise upon hi* flamy wing*. 


v. 

flow would he mount, how would he fly a 

? p through the ocean of the sky 
ow'fd the celestial coast ! 

With what amazing swiftness soar 
Till earth’s dark ball Was seen no more. 


And all its mountains lost I 

Scarce eonld the Muse psskue him per sight; 


But angels, you 
Bar oft’ you sum 


m teD* 
ioi<i uvsbw 


And knew the strum* well; 

Sa y how he patt Seri tafc shares 


And visited your happy seats. 
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And trac'd the well-known turnings of the golden 
And walk’d among the staff. fstiecjt. 


vr. 

Tell how he climb'd the everlasting hills. 

Sun eying all the realms above, 

Borne on a strong wing'd faith, and on <the fiery 
Of an immortal lpvoT [wheels 

*Twa* there he took a glorious rigl^ 

Of the inheritance of saints, in light, 

And read their title in their Saviour’* j£gfp« 

How oft' the humble scholar came. 

And to your songs be nos'd hia can 
To leam th' unutterable zgunf. 

To view th* eternal base, that bears 
1 he new creation's frame. 

The countenance of G6 d he saw. 

Full of mercy, fbfl of ewe, 

The glories of His poti*r dud gfcties bf 16# grade : 
There he bebMH* wan di O nf 

..« — J | -A* 

DIQC fccssm&M Hero muiD) 

The pcacefef gospel -and the %af tiW 
I n that matesric fiet t 

With - - . 


He Moiderialw, 
The eohJbi 4fUU 


With all hit l 


[K- — r. the St. 
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VII. 

Y« mphtthat surround the throne. 

Tell him his sine was through the palace known. 
How warm his zeal was, amjjwfr like your own. 
Speak it aloud, let half the nation hear. 

And bold blasphemers shrink and fear.* 

Impudent tongues 1 to blast afsophet'a name I 
The poison sure was feschftft mu hell, 

Where the old blasphemers dwell, 

To taint the pure* dost and blot (he whitest dune. 
Impudent tongues f pen should be darted through. 
Nail’d to pour own Meek mouths, and He 
Useless and dead till Slander die, 
fill Slander die widi yen. 

„ vjp* 

* We sew him,' say the ethereal throng, 

** We saw his Wm devotions rise, 

^Wi heprd die fervor o£lps cries, 

* And: obM his jcmsci \wmm song i 

4 We knew the fee^t feghre of kis retiring hour*, 

• Nijkdyhe wik’d bis mmif'w’i** 

4 Young Iwael rose to wrestle with hit Cod, 

4 And vfeb'UomfBH’t force scal’d the celestial 
4 tow”* 

4 To f mh the Miaauimta Asia doo#i 
4 lit blood. 

4 O* wo bddi dm TVmfuWi bad 
, » tRre^hs basts ^ > n b < rerehr ure mwii' 
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• Rail'd high to crash the factious foe, 

• Am oft* ** saw the railing Vagram stand. 

• Doubtful t obey «he dread coaraaad, 

« While his ascending ptay'r upheld the feHng 
• blew.* 

IX. 

Draw the prat scenes of thy delight 

My Muse, and king the wondrous. mas to sight ; 

Place tarn e urauu n da d as he stood 

With pious crowds, while from his tongue 

A stream of harmony ran soft along, 

And ev*ty era drank in the lowing good: 

Softly it mitt diver way, 

Till wane d eration rais'd the c ur re nt strong. 

Then fervid teal on the sweet deluge rode, 

Life, love, rad glory, grace sod joy, 

Divinely ladl'd prarafecooui on the t o ismt food, 
And bora oof laptnrM sense away, and thoughts 
and seals to Aid. 

O aught we dwell to tter these, 

No raore tram to hrmhe thw grower ifr, 


x* 

Bra hera*nlf scenes soon leave the sight 
While me hdngg today, 
prasioos of term and delight 
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Could well proclaim the fiery law, 

Kindle firo imiMe that Korn is *r, 

And swell the trumpet^, withe ftofeed 
He stands, the herald of 4^ skies ■ 

Lo 1 on hu tev'rend brow, %te frown# divinely 
rise, 

All Sinai's thunder on hi# tongue, m d l^hmiug 
in hi« eyes 1 

Round the high roof the cones flew* 
Distinguishing each gpiltf Wad, 

Far from th’ unequal War the A*Wi* Beds 
H» kindled urrcpro stiff puiend, 

His arrows strike the Assist: through* 

And o'er ilia isroo fow’is a aWdArigg horror 


The marble heart groans with an jpfcnird around; 
BtafWM« v **4?ftf harden'disaeel 
Shriek out, axrorfi at the #rw pongs they feel, 
*JLb& dread the echoes of* file round t 
The lofty wretch atWlM 


In gaudy pride, sqfita d own his imp io u s heath 
Plunges in tferk despair amhmfcgto the dead* 


XI. 

How Mum a ssume * softer strat* 
Now sooth the sinner** raging mTO 


Borrow of Gouge the 
To calm file aagug 



He from q h lro d h m j fi KMX fifiTOP &*•> 

life for the tools that guilt had slain, 
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And straight the dying rebel litis. 

The dead ante again. 

JTb e op’nitig slues almost obey 

His pow’rful song ; a heav’nly ray 

Awakes despair to light, and sheds a cheerful 

His wondrous voice rolls bock theapheres, 

Recalls the scenes of ancient years, 

To make the SAVIOUR 
Sweetly the flying charmer roves 
Through all His labors and His loves. 

The anguish of His cross and tftounpfatinf Mb 
throne. 


XII. 

Come, he •invites* dtf feet try 
The steep as#* * * 

And sett the fbttl trefcbefore our 4 eye* 

See to e teh #rf s#* n$ srigop r 
Rude nails and ragged lhons lay by, 

Ting’d with crimson ofj ed oc m i a f vejns. 
In wondrous wredsi Jhtsung the red Itt4 
Where all ore «m»**m#ren’d 
Wredait wrered. 

Sharp » the spore and blood. 

In hi* discern dNto* 

Afresh the yrepk fu oo M i n S sw# 

Ow Up# 

o 8 * 
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And trickled to the ground. 

White ev*ry accent gave a doleftl sound. 

Sad a* the breaking heart-strings of th* expiring 
GOD. * 

XIII# 

Down to the mansions of the dead 
With trembling joy are souls are led. 

The captives of his tongue; 

There the dear PRItfC&of UGKT reclines bis 
Darkness and shades among J [head 

With pleasing horror wn purvey 
The caverns of the tomb, * 

Where Ac bclov'd REDEEMER lay. 

And shed a sweet perfume. 

Hark, the old earthquake roan again 
In Gouge's Vptce, and breaks the chain, 

Of heavy deadend rends \ht tombs; 

The rising GOD! He cam'll He comes I 
With thranp of waking quota, a kqg triumphs* 

XIV. 

Seel the bright sqnadapm of Ae aky f 
Downward on win of joy and haste they fy. 
Meet their return!* JOVRKICN red mad 
Him high, 

A slum* a* the Conqn'ret Gfe 
Formed of a golden ctond, 

Slaariy the pomp redans op the dome hiPa, 

Old Satan fetus red yells tired, 
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And gnaws th’ eternal brass that binds him so the 
wheels: 

The op v ning gales of bliss receive their King* 

The FATHER-GOD smiles on His SON, 

Pays Him the honors He has won, 

The lofty thrones adore, and little cherubs sing. 
Behold Him on His native throne. 

Glory sits last upon His head ; 

Dress'd i» new light and beamy robes. 

His hand rolls on the seasons and the shining 
globes. 

And sways the living world and regions of the 
dead. 

xv. 

Gouge was His envoy to the realm below; 

Vast was hit trust and great his skill. 

Bright the credentials he could show. 

And thousands own'd tbe seat. 

His hallow'd lips could *vtell impart 
The grace, the p r o mi s e , and comaaand; 

He knew the pity of XMANUELH hart 
And tenors of JEHOVAH'S bend. 

How Sd oar soots stmt out to hear 

m Rjmhmk Imi hone 

UK CntOHHC* Cm IWf flC 



at 
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Attention stood with all her powers. 

With fixed eyes and awe profound. 

Chained to the pleasure of the nund. 

Nor knew the flying bom*. 

AVI. 

Bat O my everlasting grief I 

Heav'n has recall'd His efttoy from oar eyes, 

Hence deluges of sor r ow s rise, 

Nor hope th v impossible relief. 

Ye remnants of the sacred tribe 
Who feel the loss, come share the smart, 

And mix your groans with mine. 

Where is the tongue that can describe 
Infinite things with equal heart 
Or language so divine ? 

Our passions want the heav'nly flame. 

Almighty love breathes faintly in oar songs. 

And awful threat'ningt on our tongas. 

Howe is a great, but single name, 

Amidst the crowd he stands alone. 

Stands yet, but with bis atsrry pinions on. 

Dress'd for the flight and ready to be gone. 
ETERNAL GOD1 command his stay. 

Stretch the dear months of his delay ; 

O we could; wish hi* age were on ioemtd 
day I 

But when the flaming chariot*! come, 

And shining guards t* atand thy Prophet home, ■ 
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Amidst a thousand weeping eyes 

Send an Elisha down, a soul of equal size, 

Or born this worthless globe and take us to the 
skies. 


end or VOL. ii. 


family nooa was Ca.C g w^O— ft. n-y fcwas. 
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